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| А PROVOCATIVE INTERVIEW 


e WITH BERTRAND RUSSELL 


A NEW SHORT STORY 
BY GRAHAM GREENE 


"A FLEDGLING OF L'AMOUR" 
BY ALEXANDER KING 


"THE PLAYBOY CARS” 
BY KEN W. PURDY 


"PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR?" 
A TRIO OF TEMPTRESSES . 


“SILVERSTEIN IN MIAMI” 
-SHEL'S CARTOON ANTICS 


e € Manager: 
Anderson, Boiler Mau. 


14 Scotsmen and what they do 
to make Ballantine’s Scotch 


The 14 Scotsmen you see above make a rare Highland 


Whisky at a Ballantine's distillery at Е 
hard by the North Sea. This whisky is just one of 
the 42 high-grade Scotch Whiskies that are har- 
monized to make Ballantine’s sunny-light flavor. 
These men possess distilling skills which have been 
handed down from their forefathers. Each per- 
forms his task with the same patience, pride and 
attention to detail that have marked the making of 


in, Scotland, 


Ballantine's for more than one hundred and thirty years. 
"The final result is Scotch Whisky as Scotch Whisky 
should be: never brash or heavy —nor so limply 
light that it merely teases the taste buds. The final 
result is Scotch Whisky always good-natured and 
sociably gentle, flaunting its authentic flavor and 
quality to all those who enjoy its company. Just a 
few reasons why: The more you know about 
Scotch the more you like Ballantine's. 
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Not all girls buzz when you use Kings Men. (Some of them are impossible 
to reach.) So for a man who just wants an after shave that freshens the face, 
relaxes taut skin, smoothes scrapes, heals nicks, kills infectious bacteria and 
stops razor rash dead — Kings Men is the natural choice. Splash some on 
your face tomorrow morning. If the girls buzz up to you, that's your problem. 


KINGS MEN 


ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANAOA 


Rugged Individualists: 
a bold new approach 
to contemporary men’s 
footwear. 


We added brawn here, dash there, and 


came up with three subtle variations on 
classic themes: Top—Black and saddle 
brown; Middle—Handsome, soft-brown 
blucher; Bottom—Hidden gore black 
slip-on, Better shoe stores everywhere. 


“Living (Formula X-500)*" Leather 
These styles are made with “Living” 
leather uppers, the miracle leather that 
stays newer-looking 500% longer than 
ordinary leather. Slip into a pair of John- 
sonians. You have nothing to lose but 
some extravagant ideas about how 


much a good pair of shoes should cost. 
Most Johnsonian styles, less than $10. 


Johnsonian 


A PRODUCT OF ENDICOTT JOHNSON 


Trademark Registration Pending 


P L AY BI L L н issue's capti- 


ting cover girl 
is our own Cynthia Maddox, who won 
of reader plaudits as the 


February 
«і another 
vised in 


Valen 


cover а 
mail-storm with 
Мау. Cynthia's off-camera 


Valentine 


abouts have changed since then: по 
longer just а rrAYmOY sccretaryrecep- 
tionist, she's been promoted to Assista 
Cartoon Editor to the not inci 


pleasure of our c 
Another photo of € 
pany of raynoy Edi 
Hefner, appears 
sel appears her 


And Hef 


below. 
n with Part IV of 
The Playboy Philosophy im which he 


nes the historical and present-day 
role of religion in American society. His 
findings provide a key to the modern 
problem of a we ed, asexual culture 
which he will explore next month. 
History will surely record Lord Ber- 
wand Russell the 20th Ci 
test ers that ds. 


if 
anyone survives to write this century's 


tury's 


arokl Lord 


history. On this point 90-y 
Russell, disammament’s most fervent 
spok has grave doubts — doubts 
which he vigorously propounds in our 
exclusive Playboy In 

Another brilliant. Briton with 
this issue is novelist (The Power and the 
Glory). playwright (The Complaisant 
Lover) Graham Greene, who, in Mort- 
main (literally, "deadly hand”) tells a 
subtle tale of lethal kindness. 
nd's most valiant valet saves the 
day and his gentleman, Bertie Wooster, 
in the rousingly risible second and final 
installment of s latest 
novelette, Sf Upper Lip, Jeeves! Be- 
cause the 82-year-old Wodi 


v with him. 


s in 


house is so 


GREENE 


a few of his 
my) 


he has been 


British, only 
his digs are in m 
1 and thi 
се 1055. 
А colonist in reverse is our own Ken 
Purdy who, with family 
ti Type 50, is in temporary resi- 
dence in London h explains the 
English flavor of some of the anecdotes 
in his high-powered take-out оп The 
Playboy Cars, those autos specially bred 
for speed and/or sty ий mox apt to 


veddy. veddy 


citizen si 


suit a. playboy's tastes 
Continuing the international of 
this issue. we present that са cos- 


mopolite, Alexander King, who makes 
comparison between Amer- 
Continental sexual mores in A 
Fledgling of L'Amour, which will be i 
cluded in his forthcoming book. /s There 
а Life After Birth?, to be published 
this month by Si к 
tells us he considers himself "the q 
an Baroque 
American Cold Shoulder.” 

As а recent traveler reporting to his 
newspaper from our troubled Southland, 
Hoke Nor thor. essayist and literary 
editor of the Chicago Sun-Times, con- 
ceived Mung Jury — а gripping and para- 


doxical short story that taps the kuoued 
roots of violence in his native Deep 
His latest book, We Dissent, is a 


n of opposition views to segre- 
by prominent Southerners. 

an exploration. of really far-out 
ions, writer Richard Warren Lewis 
takes us on a tour of The Little World 
of Slan Freberg, that comic genius who 
perfected the art of selli through 
. While profiling neighbor Freberg 
(they both live im Beverly Hills), says 
Lewis, he became hooked on Freberg 
pitched products: “He turned. me into 


ЕЕХЕК and Maddox 


145 The Song 


of the Four-Colored Sell. This issue's lead 
fiction, Song sings of a day in the Ше 


of copy writer Dan Shaper, prouigonist of 
other Gold stories in гглувоу, and. of 
Gold’s novelin progress, Salt, from which 
he’s vow tiking Gime out to work on a 
stage farce called. Phe Make-Out People, 

Youll с по mak, out 
the problem we faced in choosing our 
Playmate of the Year — which we 
tially solved with a decision to present 
fine finalists and a request for su 
gestions on the final choice from. our 
readers, We'll announce the results — 
with full pictorial coverage — in June. 

The artful assemblage which illus- 
trates Food and Drink Editor Thomas 
Mario's Brandy is the 
spived work of Harry Bouras. опе of 
America’s outstanding constructi 
tors. Bouras, who now 
dence at the Universit 
had 10 one-man shows 
several important prizes. 

And speaking of art, the legs that so 
attractively kick off Feet First — Fashion 
Director Robert L. Green's highly pol 
ished shoe survey — belong to our Asso 
ciate Picture Editor Bev Chamberlain. 
Art Director Arthur Paul tells us the 
idea came to him quite naturally while 
КЕ Bev walk down a corridor. 
another indication of our pleasant work- 
ing conditions here at PLAYBOY. 

Plc t conditions continue in 


uoublc 


ve par 


Че 


оп 


is 


nd is winner of 


this 


issue with Silverstein in Miami featuring 
Shel at the seashore, more оп women 


from succecder Shepherd Mead, another 
Little Fanny, 
y of other fare, in- 


misadve of Innie 
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Tastes 


Great 


because 
the 
tobaccos 


21 Great Tobaccos make 

20 Wonderful Smokes! 
CHESTERFIELD KING tastes great, smokes mild. You get 
DINE tollacons grown miki. aged mild and blended mild, 
and made to taste even milder through its longer length. 


CHESTERFIELD KING 


Tastes great, smokes mild... because the tobaccos are! 


ORDINARY CIGARETTES 


CHESTERFIELD KING 


LENGTH means milder taste 

The smoke of a Chesterfield King 
mellows and softens as it flows 
through longer length . . . becomes 
smooth and gentle to your taste. 


PLAYBOY 


It takes more than wire wheels to make a sports car! 


Some people believe a compact car with wire wheels, bucket seats and a stick 


shi 
Like the TR-4. 


For the thrill of a real sports car, slide behind the 
wheel of a TR-4, the National Class E Sports Car 
er— in its first year of production! 

Triumph's tremendous torque will take you from a 
standing start to 60 mph in 10!/ seconds. You could 
hit 110 mph if speed limits would allow. 

Test the instant response of rack-and-pinion steering. 
Hit a curve faster, flatter, safer than you ever did before 
—thanks to the TR-4's low center of gravity and genu- 
ine sports car suspension. 


"suggested retail расе P. О.Е. plus state andlor Ica! faxes. Slightly 
anada: Stand, 


ift is a sports car. Not so. A real sports car is built from the ground up. 


Down shift (synchromesh standard on all four forward 
gears), then hit those big disc brakes. You'll never have 
more control over a stop in your life. 

You'll discover that great feeling that comes when 
you know you're master of a superb machine 

Check the price. $2849* for the best engineering 
Britain has to offer (and the mast popular brand of real 
sports car engineering in the world). Try any of those 


"'sporty"" compacts... then drive a 
TR-4. You'll feel the difference. TRIUMPH TR-4 


Triumph Motor Company, Inc., 575 Madison Avenue, New York 22, New York 
West, Toronto 10, Оман 
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PLAYBOY'S PHILOSOPHY 

The phenomenon of eLAYmoY repre- 
sents both a profound sickness in our 
culture and a very real, rational basis for 
optimism about the future of 
civilization, The sickness— which goes 
much deeper than mere Puritanism — 
is to be found in the cultural climate in 
our society that makes the criticism of 
a publication of erAvmov's remarkable 
quality а popular pastime. The reason for 
optimism is rravnov's success. Consider- 
he age and extent of the philosophi- 
cil heritage which rrAvmoy challenges, 
the success of a magazine devoted to the 
principles that life is really worth living, 
that what is moral is not necessarily an 
ibsolute conceived 2000 years ago, and 
that philosophical dualism is vicious non- 
sense is nothing short of astounding. No 
onc who believes that human life — in its 
full mea 
to be сисо! 
explicit presentation of 


ning — is an end 
aged by this. Mr 
aynov’s philos- 
ophy is superb, as is the implic 
constantly afforded by the m 
contents. 


Helner's 


one 


David Stein 
Jeannette, Pennsylva: 


Having just completed Hugh Helner's 
December treatise on. rLavsov’s philos- 
ophy, I fecl compelled to write and tell 
you personally that a large number of my 
ions concerning the mag; 
zine's content and purpose h: 
answered and an undeserved 
against you has been replaced 
respect and admiration 

Сеойгу White 
Canoga Park, California 


former rese 


judice 
th pure 


rravsov’s philosophy, indeed! Come 
ow, aren't we becoming a trifle preten 
tious? As a long-time reader, 1 have found 
ng to the 
extent that I have been willing to tol- 
erate silently the increasing incidence of 
a slightly too-clever and affected editorial 
flavor. PLAYBOY'S viewpoint 
Беси delightlully hedonistic and its i 
tellectual quality, 1 must admit, has со 
апу 


PLAYBOY'S features ente 


sistently been [ar superior to simil 
s. My objectic 


oriented. publicatio 


this: И you must take yourselves so seri- 
ously — if you must conceive yourselves 
as the urbane, terribly sophisticated and 
progressive leaders of an enlightened 
generation — fine. Just keep it to your 
selves, please, and ГП go on enjoying 
your magazine. Don't tell me how 
damned sophisticated you are — it makes 
you look positively silly 

Michael Glicksman 

‘Toledo, Ohio 
глувоу? sophistication (ar lack of it) 
really isn't the issue or point of our cdi 
lorial statement. In over nine years of 
publishing, we have indulged in precious 
little soapbox oratory on any subject 
preferring to express our views through 
the material chosen for the magazine's 
pages. But, аз Editor-Publisher Hugh 
Hefner took pains to point out in his 
opening paragraphs of “The Playboy 
Philosophy.” when other publications 
are printing articles like “The Anatomy 
of Playboy" and “Playboy's Doctrine of 
Male,” purporting to explain what 
PLAYBOY represents and believes in, then 
u's time lo spell out in greater and more 
specific detail, ourselves, the guiding 
principles and editorial credo under 
which we operate. Hf we are to be damned 
by critics 
our own opinions and nol. the opinions 
someone else has made up for us; if we 
ате to be praised, again we prefer ta 
have the praise for what we actually 
stand for rather than what even the best 
intentioned may think our stand to be. 


we prefer to be damned for 


1 very 
issue of PLAVHOY 


much enjoyed the Decembe 
with Sally Baldw 
ех Symbols. 1 found her drawings most 
amusing — and more practical than 
some ol the Freudian interpretations of 
sex symbols that l, alas, keep coming 
across in the psychoanalytic literatur 
Far more serious and significant is 
Hugh M. Hefner's The Playboy Philos 
ophy. The first installment contai 
highly consequential and well-thought. 
out views on sex censorship, some of 
which 1 shall probably quote in 
ings of my own. I am look 
14 to the second article in this series, 
Albert Ellis, Ph.D, 

New York, New York 


some 
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COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB 


presents a brand 


-new selection of 


79 Hir 
IBUmSE 


from every field of music! 


AS A NEW MEMBER VOU МАУ TAKE 


ANY G 


of these 12 


long-playing re: 


وو 


REGULAR 


HIGH -FIDELITY 


or STEREO . 


If you join the Club now and agree ti 
from the mora than 400 to be made 


cords — in your choice of 


'OR 


o purchase as few as 6 selections 
available in the coming 12 months 


FREE i vou JOIN Now 


458. Rare interpre- 
tive virtnesity (Not 
available in stereo) 


THE GREAT 
BENNY GOODMAN 
E 


CHOPIN 
The 24 Prelude: 


feet of ine 
W. Y. Times 


Midnight 
Special; Whea, Back, 
Buck; etc. 


RAY PRICE sings 
San Antonio Rosa 


THE CHAD 
MITCHELL TRIO 


a the A End 


FRANCESCATTI 


"если м ITUR. 
[un 


. Bazziing per- 
formances ef those 
marvolens works ж 


And the Ange 
etc. 


Cherry Pink, 


CLAIR de LUNE 
A Debussy 
Piano Recital by 
PHILIPPE ENTREMONT 


ароз 
and Roses 


Fools Rush V 


за. Аі 1 
See You, Talk te Me, 
Where Are Yen, etc: 


FLAMENCO 
PURO 


SABICAS, 


458. This recerdi 
is "Superb! Viri 
—Timo Magazine. 


LUSH AND LOVELY 
The 
piano 
magic 


Adjustable RECORD RACK 


Heres a compact brass-fintshed rack whose 
capacity growe ва your collection grows. Ure 
i Tor permanent record storage.. ог to hold 
empty Jsekets mid records ready for use near 
Your phonograph. Folds flat when not in use. 


EH 


E 
SKTCH ^ 
HENDERSON % 

esra 


HERE, INDEED, IS AN EXCITING NEW SELECTION 
OF BEST-SELLING RECORDS to suit every musi- 
cal taste — classical, popular, jazz, show music, 
Country and western — a selection typical of 
the wide range of recorded entertainment that 
will be available to you every month as a mem- 
ber of the Columbia Record Club. 


By joining now, you may have ANY SIX of 
these best-sellers for only $1.99. What's more, 
you'll also receive a handsome adjustable record 
Tack — absolutely free. 


TO RECEIVE YOUR Б RECORDS FOR ONLY $1.99— 
mail the attached postage-paid airmail card. 
Be sure to indicate whether you want your 6 
records (and all future selections) in regular 

fidelity or stereo, Also indicate which Club 
ion best suits your musical taste: Classical; 
ning and Dancing; Broadway, Movies, Tele- 
vision and Musical Comedies; Jazz 


HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each month the Club's 
staff of music experts selects outstanding rec- 
ords from every field of music, These selections 
are fully described in the Club's music Magazine, 
which you receive free each month. 

You may accept the monthly selection for your 
Division . . ог take any of the wide variely of 
other records offered in the Magazine, from all 
Divisions . . . or take no record in any particular 
month. Your only membership obligation is to 


purchase six selections from the more than 400 
to be offered in the coming 12 months. There- 
after, you have no obligation to buy any addi- 
tional records....and you may discontinue mem- 
bership at any time. 


FREE RECORDS GIVEN REGULARLY. If you wish 
lo continue as а member aller purchasing six 
records, you will receive — FREE — a record of 
your choice for every two additional selections 
you buy — a 50% dividend! 


The records you want are mailed and billed 
to you at the list price of $3.98 (Classical $4.98; 
occasional Original Cast recordings somewhat 
higher), plus a small mailing and handling 
charge. Stereo records are $1.00 more. 


SEND NO MONEY — mail the postage-paid ait- 
mail card provided to receive ANY SIX of the out- 
standing records on these pages — plus a FREE 
adjustable record rack — for only $1.99 


IMPORTANT NOTE: Stereo records must be 
played only on a stereo record player. И you 
бо not now own one, by all means continue to 
acquire regular high-fidelity records. They 
will play with true-to-life fidelity on your 
present phonograph and will sound even more 
brilliant on a stereo phonograph if you pur- 
chase ore in the fulure, 


More than 1,500,000 families now belong to the world's largest record club 


COLUMBIA RECORD CL 
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61. My Cenfesslen, 
Bubbles In My Beer, 
Rely Pely, 9 mere 


291-292. Tw 
Selections.) 


Riverside 


performance. "Amer. 
Recerd Gnlde 


GENE McDANIELS 
HIT AFTER 


СТ 
owe OF 
simo 
10 more 


187 Summartine Am 
1 Blue, Down Ву the 
14 in all 


445. Charmnine, The 
Araby, Ra- 
12 май 


Sie sites of 
GENE 


We Pratt PN ORO 


JIMMY DEAN 
BIG BAO 
JOHN 
and other 
fabulous, 


Mak 
wheel Roll, 10 in ali 


TOHATKOVEHY) ХОПСА 
MARTIN DENNY 


Latur Land: 10 more 


120. Alse: Love Fer 88. "Music is exub- 242. “Appealing 413. Te Wine Fiowed 128. Leve 15 A Many 
Sale, Candy Kisses, erant with splendid tmes and lush ro- Freely, Little Rich Paradise, Splendored Thing, A 
Marry опа, ete. ° tunes. "New Yorker manticism.”—Lite Giri, Worried, etc. — Quiet Village, etc. ' Summer Place, etc. 


НҮ ОБОН JOHNNY'S 
JOHNNY HORTONS | GREATEST HITS 


fate et 
ew Oreans 
Sik th 
ра 
Г] orth t Alas 
CA IE _ Nt 
252. “Performances 287.Also:Cemanche, 414. Starbright, on в Also: Twelfth of 453. 80. "The most ad- 
‘that really sparkle Johnny Reb. Тһе Man: That feeling Jenny, Never, No Love, sonsareahitagain.” venturus , musical 
and glow.”-High Fid. sion Yeu Stole, elc. 9 more big hits Come То Ме, etc, ж — —high Fidelity ‘ever табе." 


HARMONICATS Bees 
Peg O' My Heart. { f GOULET 


Deep Purple. 
Tenderly 
-9 More 


114. Also: Vaya Соп 483. “Generates tre- 13. Also: Tumbling 24. Also: Malaguena, 400. Alse: Dr. Kil- 104, Also: Take Me 


Dios, The Chapel in mendous excite- Tumbleweeds, The Sabre Dance, Perfi- dare, Bonanza, Gun- In Yenr Arms, Little 
the Moonlight, etc. ment." N. Y- Times New Frontier, ос. —N.Y.JoumalAmer. Фа, Mam'selle, otc. smoke, 12 in ‘all White Lios, elc. 


WALTER BREXNAN | [ЛЕВЕ LERNER & LOEWE 


| Camelot 


SS ROOK: 
JO 


255. “Unchallenged 105. Also: АШ Fall 198. Теп great mar: 174. Lavender Blue, — 91. "Most lavish and VLADIMIR 

as the world's mas- Down, Miracle Work- — ratives by the star of — Eorth Angel, Donna, beautiful musical, a " 

ter composer""Life ег, My Geisha, etc. “The Real McCoys” Lollipop, 12 in all HOROWITZ 
Chopin Liszt 


TCHAIKOVSKY 

Te “ 
SLEEPING 
‘BEAUTY 


Ballet Suite ` 


тйдоцева onc 


296-237. Two-Record Set (Counts As Two 2. Meund Dog; Twis- 15. Clementine, The 'aulless різу. 62. Al in the 
Selections.) “Bernstein caught its gran- tin’ U.S.A; eic. (Not Great Speckle ‘Bird, ing,tabuloussound!" Moed for Love, Easy 
Y. Times available in stereo) The Caretaker, etc. —Washington Post — Street, Lanra, etc. 


MILES DAVIS. i 
Perfia -Blue Tango Sede 
Someday Му Prince 
Noten Nocera ЕД 


Leonard Bernstein с W nore 
i. Y: Philharmonic 


420, Meo.TheShnek,  272."Thoundirputod 93. Tho bestselling 56. 10. Alo: San Fran- 


1 y 
Guy; Whatever Will Намаїап War Chant, qneenofU.S.dramat- Original Cast record- cisco, Deep Purple, trasrdivary cherus." 
Be, Will Be; ete. ж ет, etc. Ing of all me KKK-katy, ete. —New York Times 


MAHALIA JACKSON | Rav CONNIFF. | [5] [3] [5] 


The Power 5 Contin 


Si Onward Christian 38. White Cliffs of 281. Five ef Bache 193. A hit album by TIEN | PETER, PAUL | 
Soidiers, Rock of Dover, Lisbon Anti- mightiest and most the Chipmunkstor all "Help i, True Love, |ANO MARY: 
Ages, 12 In all mua, Vieo-Tleo, otc. pepniar favorites tho family to enjoy Mr? Lodely, 8 more 


Те wau ro wu samo s] | 
LOVE THEMES ir naD rmi 
Ferrante & Toicher M [temor пак -1e | 


MISTY» STARDUST 
Tna! OLD Ин. 
Frere Em 
152. Also: Vm Just 33. Everybedy Lewes 223. "Delightinl. - 7 97. Ethel Merman's 
Here То Get My Baby А Lover, Be My Love, pliable wit, superb "most dazzling mo- Crush Dn You, Im- 
Dut of Jail, ete. Valare, 12 in all тие." Esquire t TN. Y. agination, ete. 
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90 PROOF 


FOR EXTRA DRY MARTINIS 


DISTILLED 
LONDON DRY 


# Gin # 


CALVERT DISTILUNG CO. 
Mame но. comente ме. 
DISTILLED FROM AMERICAN GR 


| make magic 
with martinis 


Want a martini that's out of this world? Try 
a Calvert martini. I'm not just "extra агу"... 


I’m 100% dry. 


DISTILLED FROM 100% AMERICAN GRAIN. 90 PROOF. CALVERT DIST, CO., N.Y.C. 


I am writing this in a state of real 
—having to do with the plight 
ng a woman. (At this point feel 
free to flush this missive down the drain. 
if you'd rather not grapple — figur 
— with the subject) Well, here it is 
rrAvBOY is a superior mag that deals 
forcefully and forth atly with all kinds 
of Trout subjects like The Negro Ques 
tion, Strontium 90, Charlie Chaplin, 
ure, and like that. 
en? Strictly a roll in the hay! 
1 have this funny feeling that women 
are People, too. Am I wrong? Are we 
really just a bunch of Bunnies? Could 
this tiny flaw in your approach be the 
reason you've never had a Negro Play- 
mate in your mag? It would be too 
degrading — to Negroes? (But all right 
if its just chicks?) How about becoming 
а real crusader Гог Women аз People — 
t Ladies Home Journal stexeoty| 
1 of all ages, with 
ngs of the cats who 


but warm hun 
all the shortco 
resort to toupecs. Arnold Elevators, key 
clubs and the myriad props to fa 
egos that abound in our sorry age. Or are 
you really just a high-class pimp? 
Pele Murdock 
Berkeley, California 
Pele, one of the major points being 
made in “The Playboy Philosophy” is 
the importance of being an individual — 
and that includes both men and women. 
Yet, because our attitude toward women 
is so often misinterpreted, Hefner plans 
to give it special attention in “Philos- 
ophy” next month, As for photographs 
of Negro beauty, see “The Girls of 
Africa,” in next month's PLAYBOY. 


Carpe Diem! 

Being a sonnet inspired by Hugh 
M. Hefners The Playboy Philosophy, 
rLavsov, Vol. 9, No. 12 (December 
. 73. 


Lift your glass and drain the wine! 
Ring laughter loud and clear! 

k up! Let doubt and fear 

us not. Well d. d dine, 

Be epicures of v 
Defy abstract 
With certain fact а 

Impale it on the Devil's ци 


Carpe Diem — we have today — 
"Tomorrow. then, m: 
Drink deep from life's sweet flow- 
g fount 
As precious moments slip away — 
Our lips tomorrow may be 
dumb 
In death. Today the second: 
count! 


John M. Welch, Ph.D 
Columbia, Missouri 


AND AWAY WE GO 
Ihave been a partial reader of PLAYBOY 


For dallying on the dunes, steer your 


tention to Zipsters, the niftiest narrows 
on the beach. These sliver-thin pants 
might have been tattooed on. The side 
pockets do a disappearing act...close 


Clean and flat with nylon Talon zippers. 
No-belt waistline, high top back pockets 
and14-inch cuffless bottoms make them 
fit like a fish's swim trunks. Slung low on 
the hips, they prove pure catnip to the 


do the desert-island bit in 


natives and a credit to your old-school 
taste. Іп cotton, rayon, miracle fibres and 
other assorted washables for laundry in 
the local waterfall. Only $5.95 to $8. 95 
at stores that feature the h.i.s" label. 


1.5 zipster slacks 


160.345 dabo 3 


PLAYBOY 


14 


GOOD READING THESE WINTER DAYS 


539. SHIP OF FOOLS 

Ly kantenst asst 
тентек. (Publisher's retail 
price $6.50) 


JUST FOR SELF-APPRAISAL: CHECK THE BOOKS YOU INTENDED 


552. SILENT SPRING и 521ү, 1н 553. TRAVELS WITH 

by элен. carson. Ue COURT by Louis CHARLEY by juris 
lustrated. (Publisher's. re- wizen. (Publisher's retail stiisneck. (Publisher's res 
tail price $5) price $5.95) tail price $4.95) 


550. UHURU 
by mouent wea 
ank. — (Publisher's 
retail price $5.95) 


In a limited trial subscription . . . to demonstrate 
how membership in the Club will keep you from 
missing particular books you want to read... 


ANY 
THREE 


FOR $] EACH 


IF YOU AGREE TO Buy THREE ADDITIONAL BOOKS WITHIN A YEAR AT THE MEM- 
BERS’ PRICES, WHICH AVERAGE 20% BELOW THE PUBLISHERS’ RETAIL PRICES 


547. THE 
REIVERS by 


SCHILDS by гит 
IMC MORTON, Шив- 
trated. (Publisher's 
retail price $5.95) 


VARIETY by mon- 
Tux m, nunt. (Pub- 
lisher's retail price 
$5.95) 


448. ABRAHAM LIN- 

COLN: The Prairie 537. THE LAST PLAN- 
Years AND The War Years TAGENETS by mos 
by cam simum. -vol эк т. cosraty. Maps. (Pub 
edition, Mustrated. (Pub. lisher's retail price $5.73) 
Msher's retail price $7.50) 


486. THE 

WINTER OF 
OUR DISCONTENT 
Py sores күзакигок 
(Publisher's retail 
price $4.90) 


retail price $4.95) 


Sommer by BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB 


TO READ BUT FAILED TO... THROUGH OVERSIGHT OR OVERBUSYNESS 


ГО 28,3 euis or 


M. TUCHMAN 
(Publ 
36.05) 


OGUEN кави 
retail price $3.99) 


565. EVERYONE BUT 
THEE AND ME by 
(Publisher's 


$10) 


A TRIAL MEMBERSHIP THAT MAKES GOOD SENSE t 


HE PURPOSE of this suggested 

trial membership is to demon- 
strate two things by your own experi- 
ence: first, that you can really keep 
yourself from missing, through over- 
sight or overbusyness, books you 
fully intend to read; second, the ad- 
vantages of the Club's unique Book- 
Dividend system, through which 
members can regularly receive valu- 
able library volumes—at a small frac- 
tion of their price—simply by buying 
books they would buy anyway. 


Ж The three books you choose 
from those pictured on these pages 
will be sent to you immediately and 
you will be billed one dollar for each 
volume (plus postage and handling). 
For the additional books you agree to 
buy you will pay, on the average, 
2090 less than the publishers’ retail 
prices (plus mailing expense). For ex- 
ample, the members’ price for The Rise 


заз. THE DECLINE [7] $41 THEAU- 


and Fallof tbe Third Reich (publisher 
retail price $10), is only $5.95—a 
saving in this case of over 4090. 


ж During this trial and thereafter, 
if you continue, you will receive, 
with every Club choice you buy, a 
Book-Dividend Certificate. Each cer- 
tificate, together with a nominal sum 
—usually $1.00—can be redeemed 
for a valuable Book-Dividend which 
you may choose from a catalog which 
lists more than a hundred fine library 
volumes whose publishers’ retail 
prices now average $7. This is prob- 
ably the most economical means of 
building a well-rounded personal li- 
brary ever devised. Since the inau; 
ration of the Book-Dividend system, 
morc than $280,000,000 worth of 
books (retail value) has been earned 
and received by Book-of-the-Month 
Club members through this unique 
profit-sharing plan. 


431. THE RISE AND. 
FALL OF THE THIRD 
REICH by vittas г. SHINIR 
(Publisher's retail price 


424. MAINSTREAMS 

OF MODERN ART by 
Jons Caraway. Ilustrated 
(Publishes 1 price 


ass. 

AGONY AND 
THE ECSTASY by 
vine этом. (Pab- 
lisher's retail price 
$5.95) 


THE 


500. THE 

AGE OF REA- 
SON BEGINS by 
жил and лина. ми 
такт. Ilustrated 
{Publisher's retail 
price $10) 


ГО 155 mawa 
by peers a 
миснектн, (Pub. 
lisher's retail price. 


3695) 


559. 
YOUNG- 
BLOOD HAWKE by 
retail 


(Publisher's 
price $7.95) 


BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, Inc. 


AND JAL OF THE TOMOWA 345 Hudson Street, New York 14, N. Y. 


ROMAN EMPIRE by rowan PHY OF ELEANOR 

Please enroll me as a member of the Book-of-the-Month Club* and send me the three books whose 
caman. Lvol abridgment ROOSEVELT llus- numbers 1 have indicated in boxes below. billing me $3.00. I agree to purchase nt least three addl- 
by n. m. tow trated. (Publisher's tional monthly Selections—or niternates—during the first year I am n member. The price! will never 


retail price $6.95) ве more than the publisher's price. ané frequently less. I have the right to cance! my membership any 
time after buying three Club choices (in addition to those Included in this introductory offer) . During 
the trial and therenfter, M T continue. Tam to receive n Book-Dividend Certificate with every Selec- 
tion—or alternaie—1 buy (not including the books for $1 each chosen in this enrollment offer). Each 
certineate, together with n nominal sum—ususlly $1.00 сма be redeemed for n Book-Dividend* which 
1 may choose from m wide variety always mvallnble. PLEASE NOTE: Wherever two or more books are 
offered together at a special combined price, such a purchase Is counted ms a single book in earning 
Book-Dividend Certificates and in fulfilling the membership obligation to buy three Club choices. 


price $8) 


INDICATE BY NUMBER IN BOXES BELOW THE THREE BOOKS YOU WANT 


E 


Tiene print plainly) 


| 


ме. НЕ и 
miss! 
Address..... 


r— — ї 
SEE ај 
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the 
youn 
man 


who 


tabs 
his 
collars 


„wears Cricketer “Great Grey” Suits 


He depends on the Cricketeer approach to tradition to take him through 
his most important days (and evenings). He finds these medium-to-pale 
shades make a business luncheon successful . .. dinner for two even more 
so. He can't resist the way "Great Greys" shed new light on Cricketeer's 
favorite subject... the lighter colored suit. They look their traditional best 
in Cricketeer's Magna 2x2 tropical, an unbeatable blend of 55% Dacron* 
polyester and 45% worsted. Cricketeer Great Grey suits .. . tailored trim 
and natural .. . $59.95. Other Cricketeer tropical suits $55.00 to $75.00. 
At your favorite store or write: Cricketeer & Trimlines,* 200 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 


CRICKETEER & TRIMLINES® 


for quite a few years. By partial, I mean 
that I have scanned through the journal 
whenever I have had the oppo 
Recently 1 have been able to read it in 
more detail and would like to take this 
opportunity to tell you how 
thought the interview. with 
son was. This cer 


in a small way, for quite 

Now I understand what makes 
Stirling Moss 
London, England 


If your Playboy Interview is received 
each month by all your readers with 
much enthusiasm entually it 
should be a bigg 


you can secure such honest interviews 
from personalities with the character of 
Miles Davis and, of course, Jackie Glea- 
son — the cgotist, the comic, but more ap- 
preciated by me as а philosopher. 
Clemmie H. Phillips 
"F'homery s/s et Marne, France 


NUMBERS GAME 
Thank you kindly for the October 
issue of голувоу — which I loved. Did 
you put Peter [Sellers] on page 69 because 
he doesn't appear to know whether he 
is coming or going? Che 
Terry-Thomas 
London, England 


DAHLIANCE 

Although your magazine has alwa 
been among my favorites, espec 
the photo department, you have 


outdone yourself with the pictor 
chritude of a living Dahl 


1 your De- 

Arlene gets 

a Vivela-Dahl and a plea for more. 
Tom Murphy 
Middletown, Coi 


cticut 


Hey, how come we have the sweet rear 
w of our December cover g 
none of Miss Dahl? 
H. W. Lest 
Hazel G 
That’s showbiz, Lester, 


Study of the double-page photographic 
spr ade Miss Dahl re- 


the pleasurable njoying sex 
ual attractiveness of wholesome beauty is 


some 
curved. comp 


arable living, some youn; 
ions have prove 
Пу identify with The 
Muller Proposition for Peace and inti 
mately relate their lives to the present 
world with deep involvement and ¢ 
thused icipation exhilarating 
publicspirited, socially conscious living 
Leon Arnold Muller, President 
International Affairs Study Group 
Chicago, Minoi 
on? 


qus to 


What does it mean, anyway? 


Webster's says, “Кееп or zestful appreciation; high relish or enjoyment.” 
Funk & Wagnalls say, ''Keen enjoyment; relish; zest." 

Beer lovers say, ''Schli 
“Just the kiss of the hops" brings the character of Schlitz to Ше. Gently breathes real gusto into 
this great light beer. 

But if you really want to know what gusto is, reading a dictionary won't explain it half so well 

as drinking a Schlitz. Now? o: 5 9 


Schlitz—the beer that made Milwaukee famous. . . simply because it tastes so good. (E ES 
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No рн 
e 
Гой-оп 
gives the big protection, 
stroke for stroke, you get 
with Brake. Its the hig 
protection a big man Need, 


GLIDE-ON DEODORANT 
FOR MEN 


SOUND THE SYMBOLS 
I usually don't understand symbols at 
all but Sally Baldwin's Sex Symbols. in 
December, were crystal clear and per 
fectly delightful. Now I wish shed do 
just one more especially for rravsoy (be 
cause they don't think the type exists) 
the sexy female with brains. 
Helen Gurley Brown 
Pacific Palisades. California 
For more lip from Miss Brown. who 
penned the best-selling "Sex and the Sin 
gle Girl" watch these pages for an up 
coming “Playboy Intervie: 


In nine years of avidly reading 
rrAYBOY, I have been determined many 
times to send accolades, yet never have 
hand. I h 


4 to say bravo in reg; 


taken pen i ve now ceased 
procrasti 
Sex Symbols in the December issue. It 
was certainly one of the cleverest pieces 
of humor in many a day. 
Carol Re: 
Bayside, New York 


d ta 


AFTER HOURS 


In your December review of record 


5, your last sentence of a Sammy Davis 
Jr. review credits Iva Gershwin with the 
lyrics for Thou Swell from A Connecti 
cul Yankee, Lorenz Hart wrote the lyrics 
with Richard. Rodgers as composer 

Irving Eisman 

New York. New York 

Ош apologies for having such an un 

fortunate change of Hart. 


FOWL PLAY 

Because of your November issue and 
Thomas Mario's Fore! Di 
finally managed to prepare (in the three 
weeks that 1 had been married) onc 
meal that brought rounds of applause 
from my spouse: Pheasant Sauté with 
Mushrooms 


ds article, 1 


Jan Stirling 
Billings, Montana 


GRATITUDE. FOR. LATITUDE 

Your unpredictability is one of your 
charms, Each issue proves it. but your 
December issue gave me my biggest sur 
prise to date. When I saw the roster of 
impressive contributors on your cover, 1 
thought you'd gone the marquee route. 
While I have nought but high praise for 
the stull produced for you by big-name 


es to you 


writers, my highest accolade 


for having selected as your very first story 


in the issue, Winter in This Latitude, by 
unknown Rick Rubin. Or. 1 should siy 
previously unknown, since this wonder 
fully original and pence 
should win him the fame and plaudits 
of all your most literate amd. literary 
readers. Thanks for surprisi 


again. 


ing yarn 


me — 


Rod Jensen 
Duluth, Minnesota 


FALCON'S NEW SPRINT IS BUILT TO TAKE TURNS... AND TURN HEADS DDING ITI 


Presenting the 63% Falcon Sprint- and we mean sprint! 


Ла Так d A 's li 
х= к= Take Falcon's nimble chassis, top it with a sleek Атепсзе vellest 

^v, а "scatback" roofline, add bucket seats, wire wheel 

covers, eye-level tachometer, console, special trim, plastic wood- FO H D 
grained steering wheel and — zip! —here's a brand-new brand of 

FALCON - FAIRLANE - FORD + THUNDERBIRD 
compact excitement! An even neater trick: all this dash and daz- 

zle are standard... and at a very Falcon-like price! 


A PRODUCT OF 


DPTIONAL 4-SPEED STICK 


4 
Want the full story on all the Ford perform- | 
ance options? Send for "Hot New Dishes on | 
Ford's Giant Menu," M.M.S.L, Dept. P, 1 
Р.О. Вох No. 387, Detroit 32, Mich. 1 
1 

| 

1 

1 

A 


Name. 


Street Address. 
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brings rich, linen-like texture to a smart, easy-care sport coat that 
keeps its store-new freshness. Success secret is a fabric of 50% Vycron polyester and 50% 
cotton by Designer Fabrics, Inc., that stays trim, neat, wrinkle-free. Fabric performance 
certified by Nationwide Consumer Testing Institute. In conventional 3-button model; also 
available in the 3-button natural-shoulder Squiretown® model. In ten fashion-right colors. 
Sizes: Regular, Short, Long, X-Long. To retail for about $29.95. At Burdine's, Miami; 
Juster Bros., Minneapolis; J. L. Brandeis & Sons, Omaha; Stix, Baer & Fuller, St. Louis; 
and other fine stores. For one nearest you, write Mavest Inc., 19 West 24th Street, New 
York 10, N. Y. и Beaunit Fibers, Division of Beaunit Corp. 261 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 16, N. Y. 


the-box 
look 


POLYESTER FIBER 


'Weron is the registered trademark for Besuni's polyester fiver. 


COVER CHARGE 
After с years and 108 issues of 
PLAYBOY in my closet, you've won. Гус 
been looking dreamily at your December 
cover for most of the day now, and T 
can't find it. I certainly hope that the fur 
your cover girl is holding didn't belong 
to our PLAYRoY rabbit. 
L 
Hol 


Hampe 
wood. California 


We wish to congratulate you on. your 
fantastic December arly 
your fine cover. Just one que Where 
you hidden your stylish rabbit? 

Bob Nielsen, Jeff Hamann, Ed Rutan 
Fast Lar 


signs made with glow 
that silly red ribbon by he 
John Mic 
Minneap: 


Your ribbon rabbit is the coolest yet. 


ins, Kentucky 


After scrutinizing both sides of the 
December cover, I had ni 
the scarch for the PLAYBOY 
of more easily recognizable niceties until 
I discovered a reasonable facsimile cre- 
ated by the bow at the bottom of the 
inside cover. Incidentally, the cove 
was in itself terribly clever but duplicat- 
ing the idea with variations— the illus- 
tration for Winter in This Latitude and 
the Interlandi and Silverstein cartoons — 
was a masterful stroke of genius. Did T 
miss any? 


A couple. See below. 


T got some of the anticipatory excite- 
ment of Christmas morn from your clever 


what they contained. Then 1 flipped the 
page — to have my curiosity satisfied and 
to discover you'd worked yet another 
switch on your two-sided cover. Neat! 
Jason Pell 
New York, New York 


I dig your inside front cover of the 
December But why is the word 
Playbill reversed on page 4? 
Richard I. Dudley 
Guilford, Connecticut 


Iuhobriow s enw suei 1909294 1u0Y 
— эгпзгпоп ebiswdosd-zs 1o bashobnow 
sant 10 sosiq5Jesmr в (Шипобри bas 
aiun 
айо 2 голи, 
yout] wo atrovo V 
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The young-hearted crowd choose à brand new way to follow the sun. 


'THE YOUNG-HEARTED CROWD 
LIKE THEIR BOURBON SMOOTH 


WALKERS 
DELUXE 


The light and elegant bourbon that's 8 years smooth 


TUN quer 

CNN сз 

= STRAIT BOURBON WHISKEY 

= “They challenge only the = = 2 .3 PROOF - Н 
hardest, fastest slopes s У 8 SONS INC, PEORIA, Ш. 


uu de di (A га 


For men on Ше go. The Расег. 


The Pacer steps out of the commonplace with its distinguished 


waffle weave. The Pacer is knit of Tycora* nylon, with unbe- 


lievable softness, unbelievable endurance. It holds your foot 
firmly, reaily stays up. Wash the Pacer again and again by 


machine or hand. It always springs back to shape. The Pacer 
is stretch knit. One size fits you, and everyone else. The 
Pacer is Interwoven” right to its toes. That is why 

just an ordinary sock. Why not try at least one pair. 


Xnterwoven: 


THE GREATEST NAME IN SOCKS 


PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS 


hc successful orbi 

back of Tels 
lites inspired optimism in many cus- 
tomarily glum television. viewers, most 
of whom have since given forth with 
happy predictions of how Olympic games, 
European coronations and summit meet- 
ings will soon be brought back alive to 
Americins at their Stateside hearths. 
While we admit that these brav 
worldly thoughts are edifying, we feel 
that they ignore one of the most interest 
ing tin a sky bright 
with Telstars: the possibility, however re- 
mote, that foreign talent and. maturity 
might begin to have some beneficial 
elect upon the U.S.” soporific TV com- 
mercials. As international television be- 
comes more common, and Madison 
Avenue's hucksters begin to feel the im 
pact of a foreign expressiveness that 
until now been confined to artflick 
houses, maybe — just maybe — a dash of 
spice will be added to the pablum that 
comprises our customary admixed diet. 

To illustrate our point, we ask you to 
what а refreshing change it 


ing some months 
and her sister satel- 


new: 


sidelights inhere 


consider 
would be if we were able to lamp such 
hot spot commercials as these 

The camera pans down a phalanx of 
washing machines in the dusty basement 
ol a Montmartre bordello, and reveals a 
pneumatic strumpet spitting epithets at 
а Silent machine. Enter a squat, cheery 
mustache and 


man sporting а tool kit, 
uttural Bordeaux accent, “Bon jour, 
he rasps. “What seems to 
be the dilficulty? 

This pig of a machine, 
“It docs not march.” 

"Of course not—you employ the 
wrong detergent, One must си, didn't 
I meet vou last year in. Marseilles?” 

ТАП detergents are equal," she sniffs. 
been in Ма 


mademoisell 


she snaps. 


“And Гус never scilles."" 


"And clearly you have never uicd the 
new. improved Splash. Splash's low suds 
level eliminates. troublesome clogging, 
and its greater cleaning power will yield 
a far brighter wash. Give me your dress 
and your slip, little chicken, and I will 
demonsuate. 

The girl languidly doffs her duds. 
which the Splash man deposits in the ma 
chine. Dissolve to scene 20 minutes later: 
The girl is fastening on her capacious 


bra as she watches the repairman pull 
the clothing from Why, 
they're good аз nouveau!” she squeals 
happily. "Never has my frock been so 
in! Are you sure, Mon: 
sieur, that I can't pay for the use of this, 
how you say, Splash? 


the washer 


The repairman gives her a satisfied 
smirk. "Tuctut, little gypsy.” he says 
patting her derriere, "we have both 


kamed much during the washing of 
vour clothes. Believe me, that which you 
taught me is more than sufficient. pay- 
ment for a full box ol brand-new 
Splash." 
The girl winks at the camera and says, 
get it at your 
srocer's. Splash, that is.” 
As the scene fades, we hear her gi 
gling to the repairman, “I do remember 
you from Marseilles! 1 recognized that 
silly birthmark.” 
Or: The camer 
inn in Ne 


Girls, neighborhood 


dollies in on a remote 
Two 


therm Sweden women 


are seated on the porch sipping tea Asa 
black knight representing Death and 
Toilet Tissue gallops by on th 
wooded road beneath them, one of the 
women shudders and remarks, "Dear 
God. but I'm nervous. Or is there a God, 
do you think?" 

"Nervous." repeats the other. "WI 
ever in the world for?” 

“I'm sleeping with Uncle John this 


lerior 


afternoon. And 1 don't know what ГП 
do to keep from being offensive. You 
know .. arms and all?” 

Her friend chuckles and plucks a con- 
tainer of Nice-Blue Secret from her dé- 
colletage, “Look. honey, just between us 
girls, vou put a couple of dabs of this on, 
ind you won't have any ‘woman trouble" 
at all.” 

The next scene shows the two mecting 
tea Ul “Well, how did it 
go?" presses the helpful one 

“Zowie,” smirks the other. 
broad wink, "thanks to Nice-Blue Secret. 
Why. would you believe it, a bubbling 
brook appeared miraculously in cach of 
my dainty and inoffensive armpits. John, 
sweet thing, says he's going to have me 
stocked with bass.” 

All in all, it’s a great opportunity for 
the Mad Ave boys to kick over the traces 
of trite and true. marketing, and start 
enlivening U.S. tubes with internation- 
ally flavored, universally cntertaining ad 
fare. Beam it up to Telstar, fellows, and 
see if it bounce: 


under the 


for 


t evening 


with a 


Lolita note from the Oakland. Califor- 
nia. Tribune: “Actor Steve Cochran's 
third wife is a 10-y old Danish office 
worker, Jonna Jensen, ‘My friends will 
never believe this,’ Cochran, 38, said after 


they were married . . . 


veat emptor: a downtown Chicago 


olhce building housing several of the 
country’s most respected 
firms is called The Rookery. 
in Toledo, Ohio, for the information 
of these who may be planning a pleasure 
trip thence, it is illegal to: impersonate 
the mayor: steal [rom Victory Gardens; 
а hapin with more than half an 
inch protruding: park à steam locomotive 


investment 


wear 
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OUTSIDE THE v.s. ano CANADA IT's ШЕ ЫРП vermou - 


RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD , N. Y 


under a bridge while the steam is comi 
out; make "unnecessary noises 
opium: allow idlers, dissolute persons or 
characters of Ш repute to attend а party 
(whether this excludes personal. friends 
is not specified): throw reptiles at 
another person; and conduct endurance 
contests longer than 12 hours. Such as 
staying in Toledo? 


smoke 


RECORDINGS 


Volume Two of Roy Chorles/Modern 
Sounds in Country and Western Music (ABC 
Paramount), а follow-up to bestsclling 
Volume One, is. in our estimation, just 
as forlorn an enterprise as its precursor 
Aside from the opener, a surprisingly 
robust limning of You Are My Sunshine, 
these turkeysin-thestraw. have nothing 
to recommend them. A much better 
batch of Charles (based on his biggest 
record hits) is available on “The Genius" in 
Hormony/The Anita Kerr Singers (Victor). A 
hooled quartet, 
the group adds an ensemble dimension 
to a dozen Charlesian chants that is 
smooth yet stirring, The instrumental 
side of the omnipresent Mr. Charles can 
be heard on Soul Meeting/Ray Charles & Milt 
Jackson (Atlantic). Although Ray's piano 
prowess has to take a back scat to the 
solid. creativity of Ше incomparable 
Bags, the amalgam of what would seem 
to be two totally dissimilar styles bi 
much tangy fruit. These opposite musi- 
cal poles should attract a wide audience, 
and deservedly so. 


mellifluous, precisely з 


Another Git Together/Art  Farmer-Benny 
Golson Jozztet (Mercury) points up several 
facts: that the Jazztet is one of the most 
splendidly swinging groups extant and 
that Art Farmer's handling of the Flügel- 
horn has become more and more a thing 
of beauty. The session moves from such 
esoterica as trombonist Grachan. Mon- 
cur H's Space Station to the heretofore 
somewhat schmalvy This Nearly Was 
Mine — whatever the piece, however, the 
Golson-Farmer contingent is very much 
on the qui vi 


Lenc/Lovely ond Alive (Victor) is another 
electric outpouring from the Horne of 
plenty. The “T's” have it on this LP (the 
titles of the dozen standards all kick oil 
with "I") but the arbitrary gimmick can 
be forgiven in the light of the end re 
sult. Among the Liems to which Le 
lends a special class are 1 Concentrate 
on You, Fue Grown Accustomed to His 
Face and 4 Let a Song Go Out of My 
Heart, Marty Paich is the chargé d'al 
te plus оп the outing 

The Modern Jazz Quartet/The Comedy (At- 
lantic) is a delight, John Lewis: musical 


a 


VIRGINIA 
MARTIN 
ГЕТ 


ЕЕ BRE 


ORIGINAL B'WAY CAST ALBUM 
" Sum total, a blockbuster." N. Y. Herald Tribune 


Hear the witty, wacky, wonderful songs from Original Cast Recording starring Sid Caesar 
Broadway's hottest new musical hit in the with Virginia Martin. Now at your record dealers! 


EXCLUSIVELY ON 


RCA VICTOR 


ec) The most trusted name in sound 
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HOW TO WIN 
THE SON OF 
CITATION 


ЗЕЕ OPPOSITE PAGE 


CONTEST RULES: 1. In not over 16 letters nor 
more than three words, print а name for the Ken- 

у Club prize colt. Count punctuation or 
ween words ns letters. Use plain paper or entry 
blanks. Print your name and address. 
2. Send as many entries аз you like to— 

Kentucky Club Derby Day Contest 

P.O. Box 8K, Mount Vernon 10, N.Y- 
Fach entry must be accompanied by complete 
calloph afl top from outor 

s Master 


fal Pouch То. 


спу Club Division of М, 
Prizes will be awarded as listed, Entries will be 
judged hy The Reuben H. Donneliey Corpor: 
оп the basis of appropriateness (specific reference 
to the characteris nenge of the horse), 
ness, sparkle”), and 
. Judges’ decision fin 
All member: 


jarla may enter the contest except 
manufacturers of Kentucky Club's Tobac 
[s а imbers of their fa 


reel 
S^ Winner of prize Thoroughbred will be n 
һу. Other winners 
will be notified approxi eight weeks after 
close of content. ‘The Son of Citntion will be pre- 
sented at Churchill Downs during Derby Day 
If because of accident or other rensons it is nec- 
essary in the judgment of the Company to with- 
draw the colt described above, cash equivalent to 
the purchase price of the colt Wall be awarded. List. 
ble to those requesting 

same and enclosing self-addressed, slumped. e 

velope. 


SEND TO: ——---------4 


KENTUCKY CLUB DERBY DAY CONTEST 
P.O. Box ВК, Mount Vernon 10, N. Y. 


i 
1 
1 
1 
snc oreo rorocniccittas-uimicioros 
1 
П 


YOUR МАМЕ PLEASE PRINT) 


этиет 


env dont ‘STATE 


NAME OF OEALER 


Use this form or plain paper and send each entry with 
а cellophane zip-olf top [rom outer wrapper of any of 
Kentucky Club's 9 brands of pipe tobacco. Entries 
must be postmarked not later than midnight, April 8, 


mu: the 16th Centu Ital 


55 on 


assist from songstress Diahann Carroll 
heard as La Cantatrice) expertly inter- 
twines the tonal character of the com- 
media's voles — Columbine, Pulcinella, 
Pierrot and Harlequin — while addi 
noteworthy portrait of its Roman 
roundings. Lewis, Milt J 
stefully creative throu 
For those who have had trouble fol- 
lowing the burgeoi ions of folk 
gers, we recommend Joan Baez in Con- 
cert (Vanguard). Miss is a young 
lady beside whom most of the other ba 
ladeers seem phony or fecbl 
Baez tone is by now legendary; 
ployed here through а wide 
material that includes Copper Kettle, a 
Texas moonshining ballad, the fam 
Black Is the Color classic and a threnody 
of the Thirties, Pretty Boy Floyd. 


THEATER 


Tehin-Tehin is about sin-sin. An Italia 
American contractor and a 
ish lady mect to di 
his wile is having with her husband. As 
the contractor, Caesario Grimaldi (А 
thony Quinn) explains, “Even il you 
and 1 never met and I had cold, 
you'd catch it.” The English lady, Pam- 
Pew Pickett. (Margaret Leighton) 
nts Caesario to take action against the 
lultercrs, but neither. knows. precisely 
what sort of action. If I say, ‘Choose my 
vile or yours," Caesario muses gloom- 
ily, "he'll choose. m Слезайо, оп 
the other hand, is not about to choose 
Pamela Pew-Pickett. She is, he tells Ве 
а tea bag, Cacsario is a Scotch man him- 
self. Pamela sticks to wa and empathy 
until, after four months of indecision, 
Ше p that since their 
spouses heat, they ате not 
п out in the cold 
longer. Their fling begins in a seedy 
hotel room with Pamela taking her vı 


conclude: 


first nip of Scotch. "You won't tre 

as а trt s girlishly. 

ponders a moment, repli 

“Well, , "if I get very es 


maybe 1 won't notice,” and si 
boul су both get very drunk, 
their sportive cavort is one of the gr 


revealing the latent 
h her dignity and clothing 
quintessence of carth 
s, finally passing out, blouo on the 
cotto. Unfortunately, nothing that hap- 
pens afterward reaches this high plane 
of low comedy. Things turn first toward 
the absurd, then toward the maudlin 


un and Miss Leighton give 
splendidly matched, sparkling. perform 
ances, and until it goes flat t Two, 
their play is vintage bubbly, At the Ply- 
mouth Theater, 236 West 45th Sweet. 


n 


BOOKS 


At the of 85, Carl Sandburg sings 
out forcefully in a collection of 77 new 
poems called. Honey end Salt (Harcourt, 
Brace & World. 5 ), several of which 
first appeared in rLavnoy. The bard who 
put Chicago on the Muses’ map back in 
1916 has no plans, thank you, to lay 
down his lyre, or g ything else. 
As ever, he is an openhanded writer. 
more flowing than fine-polishing. His low 
points arc his long poems: the title piece 
and the closing one (Timesweep) pound 
at Walt Whitman's door without really 
getting in. The surprise is that so many 
of these poems deal with Iove and passion 
—and not down lane, either. 

I could love you 

as dry roots love rai 

I could hold you 

as branches in the wind. 

brandish petals. 
With his still vigorous voice, an eye still 
cager Гог eyefuls, our octogenarian Ovid 
makes most of today's obscurantists sound 
like tired old men, May he sing on. 


йаг, or 


memory 


In his new novel, Triumph (Doubleday, 
$4.50). Philip Wylie tells this generation 
what it can expect from its viperousness: 
clear Armageddon that vipes out 
everybody north of the Equator. Every- 
body, that is, but If Americans who, in 
а Wylie manner, sneak into previously 
prepared catacombs beneath the hills of 
Connecticut. From this snug asylum they 
watch the holociust оп television — in 
color. The deluxe sheher, complete with 
library, radar equipment and a roller- 
rink, is the си of Vance 
‚ a farsighted mult с. His 
baker's dozen of underground guests i 
cludes two Negroes, a Chinese girl, 
ius physicist 
ас named Angelica 
s women are be 
tul, regardless of race, colo 
All of his men appear to be sexually i 
hibited te the point of psychosis. This 
makes for а lot of dull momen 
atually, tho 
4 there с 


nymphoma 


and 
(white). All of Wyl 


or creed. 


the 


sues 


less bigoted lines. 
1 plenty to shudder at in 
ption of doomsday and occa- 


the gentleman's writing style. 


Win this son of Citation 


he can win for you! 


Kentucky 
Club 


Derby Day · 
Contest 


JUST NAME HIM 
AND HE'S YOURS 


The most promising colt 
ever offered in a Derby Day 
Contest! His sire maderac- 
ing history—Citation was 
the stakes winner of 
$1,085,760. 


BULL LEA 
CITATION f HYDROPLANE II 
FAST ЈАМЕ { FASTNET 


DJAINA 


Just think of the thrill of owning this great 
thoroughbred whose sire is a big stakes 
Champion! Citation was the first horse to top 
the million dollar mark! 

YOU don't have to do a thing but name 
him! Kentucky Club will feed and care for 
him—and pay his board and training to July 
1, 1963. Then you can race him—or sell him 
—we hope you make a fortune either way! 

Got a name? Just limit it to 16 letters, and 
not more than 3 words. 

PRIZES GALORE! 
Winner will also receive 2 tickets to the Ken- 
tucky Derby plus hotel room for 4 days and 
$1,000 for fun and expenses! 
2nd and 3rd prizes: Fully-equipped 14' Glas- 
spar 1963 Tacoma 100 boat, with a classic- 


styled, dependable Johnson electric-starting 
Super Sea-Horse 40 h.p. outboard motor. 
Ath prize: $500 cash. 

Additional prizes: 50 ''Eveready'' Captain 
stainless steel weatherprooflanterns with red 
beacon flasher, Alkaline battery and sealed- 


САФА 


beam headlamp. 
Plus over 500 
wonderful prizes. 


HOW TO ENTER 
THE CONTEST 
Submit as many names as you'd like. With 
each entry send the complete cellophane zip- 
offtop from the outer wrapper of any of Ken- 
tucky Club's 9 brands of tobacco. See the 
contest rules on the next page—and either 
mail in the coupon or use plain paper. Start 
thinking now. You may be a winner! Entries 
must be postmarked no later than midnight 
April 8, 1963. 

See opposite page 

for full information 


Kentucky Club Tobaccos. AA. га blend for every taste. 


The finest Kentucky 
White Burley —cube cut. 
for coolness. 


Superbly mild and 


‘aromatic, 
never burns hot, 


me 
ps 


Kentucky Club. 
Mixture 


in 

Smells so good Uniquely full bodied 

because it tastes and rh lasting, 
50 good. yet pleasingly mild. 


New! . 
cool and mild with 
Teal tobacco taste, 


menthol А cool-burning, 
English type tobacco, 


distinctively aromatic. 
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h Fine Whiskey. 
FLEISCHMANN'S 
is the BIG buy! 


28 BLENDED WHISKEY + 90 PROOF + 65% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS 
THE FLEISCHMANN DISTILLING CORPORATION, NEW YORK CITY 


As every fiction writer with an eye to 
the best-seller list knows, one way to pave 
the royal road to high royalties is with 
concocted plots and automated charac- 
ters. The art of the serious novelist lies in 
another, harder direction; he must create 
human beings out of his life's experience 
and then resist the temptation to manipu- 
late them for the sake of the story. In 
Past Eve ond Adam's (Athencum, $5.95), 
Thomas Curley demonstrates that he is 
of the second breed — a writer and not a 
manufacturer. His people — Phil Fay. 
pornographer and Bowery wino, who 
lifts himself out of the gutter only to be 
plagued by the nightmares that drove 
him there in the first place; his boyhood 
friend, Gerry Weems, striving against his 
own nature for success in Wall Si and 
a cool, conventional existence: Sid Stein, 
a painter who peddled Phil's feelthy pic 
tures for a commission, yet is committed 
irrevocably to the integrity of his own 
work — merge powerlully as oll secrets 
are unearthed and new, dangerous rel 
tionships are forced upon them. In th 
mysticism of Phil Fay, the desperate up- 
ward-mobility of Gerry Weems and Sid 
Stein's devotion to his art, Thomas Cur- 
ley cracks through to the deeper longings 
beneath the 20th Century veneer. 
Whether the milicu is 10th Street in New 
York City or a 10th generation town in 
New England, he knows whereof he 
writes; his eye is sharp and so is 
prose. And his subject — Ше mysterious 
interweaving in each man's life of past 
and future, character and destiny — is 
worth all the skill and perception that 
went into 


MOVIES 


40 Pounds of Trouble sounds lightweight 
—and is. The script by Marion Har- 
grove, a distant descendant of an old 
Shirley "Temple stu (Litte Miss 
Marker), is about a hotshot gambler 
who has a six-year-old child left on his 
hands ar the Tahoe lootery he 
manages. He also has divorce aud dame 
dilemmas and the laughs lic mostly in 
the tyke's toddling innocently through 
his money, marital and mob machina- 
tions. The high spot is a chase throug 
nd, which is just about to be 
us when it forgets to stop. Tony 
Ed- 
Howard Morris, and 
y Storch comprise a sturdy stall: and 
in a brief appearance as а brutal boss, 
Phil Silvers is all gold. Director Norman 
Jewison keeps this candy-striped soufflé 
of yegys and sugar from collapsing into 
an omelet. 


no concierg 


If you're going to sce only two filins 
this year, Lewrence of Arabia should bc 


ROCER WILLIAMS 


ngs of i 


SOARING "605 


Tene rem Carnival 
Theme from Exadus 
зу Bitsy Bikini 


—9 mor [Eme] 


ANY 4. 


TCHAIKOVSKY: | 
SWAN LAKE 
Ballet Suite 
ORMANDY 
Philadelphia Orch. 


23. Also: The Bilbao 
Song, Portrait of My 
love, Calcutta, etc. 


HARMONICATS 


= 


Peg О My Heart 
Deep Purple 
Tenderly 


13, А150: Malaguen: 
Sabre Dance, Peri 
dia, Man'selle, etc. 


DAFF: CARMINA BURANA 
т гиди PN nC 
КА 


Tencerty 
Laura 
Speak Low 


4. The winner of ten 
Academy Awards. Ma- 
ria, Tonight, etc. 


STRAVINSKY 


The “FIREBIRD” 


liant рег. 


formante ...lush ~ 
rich."—Mus, Amer. 


i 26:4, n 


28. "It soars and it 
swings . . . a break 
through." Playboy 


‘Seventy-Six 
osa] Trombones 


LERNER & LOEWE 


Camelot 


RICHARD BURTON 


musical, а 
triumph." Kilgallen 


Organ 
Favorites 


E. Power 


Biggs 
pem] 


54, A Sumner Place, 
Ток iA Wany Spies 
dored Thing, etc. 

The New n 
amre CO 
KOSTELANETZ 


‘Wendertand 
of 
Sound 
ل‎ 
15. Everybody Loves 
A Lover, Be My Love, 
Volare, 12 пай 


Rhapsody in Blue 
An American in Paris. 


31. “Fierce impact 
ang momentum.” — 
N.Y. World Telegram 


San Francisco В f 
Tender Is the Night 
Smile 9 more 


[mA] 


of these outstanding $7.95 and 
$9.95 pre-recorded 4-track $ 
EREO TAPES £: 
ому 


if you join the Club now and agree to purchase as few as 5 selections from the тоге than 150 to be offered in the coming 12 months 


COLUMBIA 


STEREO CLUB 


IF YOU ARE ONE OF THE FORTUNATE PEOPLE who own 4-track stereo 
tape playback equipment . . . if you аге the kind of person who gets 
a kick out of sensational-sounding music . . . if you are seeking to 
build an outstanding library of superb stereo tapes . . . here is the 
most generous offer ever made by the Columbia Stereo Tape Club! 

Ву joining now, you may have ANY FOUR of the magnificently re- 
corded 4-track stereo tapes offered here — up to a $39.80 retail 
value — ALL FOUR for only $5.98! 

TO RECEIVE YOUR 4 PRE-RECORDED STEREO TAPES FOR ONLY $5.98 
== simply fill in and mail the coupon today. Be sure to indicate which 
Club Division best suits your musical taste: Classical or Popular. 
HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each month the Club's staff of music ex- 
perts chooses outstanding selections for both Divisions. These selec- 
tions are described in the Club Magazine, which you receive free 
each month, 

You may accept the monthly selection for your Division . . . or 
take any of the wide variety of tapes offered to members of both 
Divisions in the Magazine . . . or take no (аре in any particular month. 

Your only membership obligation is to purchase 5 tapes from the 
more than 150 to be offered in the coming 12 months. Thereafter, 
you have no further obligation tc buy any additional tapes . . . and 
you may discontinue your membership at any time. 

The tapes ycu want are mailed and billed to you at the list price 
of $7.95 (occasional Original Cast recordings somewhat higher), plus 
а small mailing and handling charge. 


1f you 
purchasing 5 ' 
eet Sn e — FREE 


Sur 
Stereo, 1806 оня tapes YOU BUY 
Seg, ме 


a 509% dividend? 


17. Also: Intermezzo, 
Beyond the Sea, Ebb 
Tide, етс. 


BEETHOVEN 
SYMPHOMIES Ме 4 and 5 


BRUNO WALTER 
38. "No better need 
ught, a Майен 
specialty." Atlantic 


MORE JOHNNY'S] 
GREATEST HITS 


В. Also: Stairway To 


the Sta 


Teacher, 


SONGS OF THE 
NORTH & SOUTH 


| 


43. Dixie, Aura Lee, 
Battle Hymn of thc 
Republic, 13 in all 


27. И 1 were A Вей, 
FromThisMomentOn, 
Lida Rose, 9 тоге 


1. "One of the best 
musicals of the cen- 


BEETHOVEN 
Piano Concerto No. 5 


пане 
SZELL, 
CLEVELAND | 


48. "D 
freshness, vit: 
— High Fidelity 


FIRST TIME! 
DUKE ELUNGTON 


MEETS 
COUNT BASIE 
aS 


c 


26. “Walloping en- 
Sembles and stirring 
solos." — High Fidel. 


51. Pagan Love Song, 
Hawaiian War Chant, 
Happy Talk, 9 more 


p^ 


FINLANDIA 
 PHILIDELPHA DAOREITIA - 


55. Also: Once Upon 
A Time, Candy Kisses, 
Love For Sale, etc. 


50h Siate 
SAM MANIA 


22. King Катећате- 
ha, Across the Sea, 
Blue Hawaii, 9 more 


Ашап 
Strauss 
Festival 


41. "Performances 
that really sparkie 
andglow.""—HighFid. 


RODGERS & KANMERSTEINS | 
THE SOUND of MUSIC. 


Жый», 
SE 


2. "Every number is 
fresh and charming.” 
—New York Post. 


{зеен Address. 


SEND NO MONEY —muil coupon to receive 4 tapes for $5.98 


SEND NO MONEY — just mail the coupon today to receive your four 
pre-recorded 4 track stereo tapes — ALL FOUR for only $5.98! 


IMPORTANT NOTE: All tapes offered by the Club must be played on 
A-track stereo play-back equipment. If your tape recorder does not 
play 4-track stereo tapes, you may be able to convert it simply and 
economically. See your local service dealer for complete delails. 


COLUMBIA STEREO TAPE CLUB, Terre Haute, Ind. 


COLUMBIA STEREO TAPE CLUB, Depr. 420-3 CIRCLE 4 
Terre Наме, Indiona NUMBERS | 
I accept your special offer and have circled 
at ihe right the numbers of ihe Y tapes d suow: | 
Would like to receive for $59. plus small 
falling and handie charge, enroll mein | yao 1 
the following Division of the Club Mv 
O CLASSICAL O POPULAR 
тиери that T may select tapes trom | 2 23 45] 
either Division, 1 agre še five зет 
fection: from the more then 180 to be ot | 3 26 46 1 
fered in the coming 12 months, at list price 1 
pius small mailing and handling charre. 
hereafter, (асове То continue ту тен: | 4 27 48 | 
bership, 1 am То receive а агас, prez 
recorded tape of my choice OF every 
Tro additional selections accept. 6 28 я | 
в m за | 
13 35 54 | 
- done... State... e| E CE C П 
тіге for special offer 
ЇЇ you wish this membership credited toan | 17 41 1 
established Columbia Or Epic гаре dealer, 
authorized to accept subscriptions, fl in | ay 43 1 
Dealer's Напе П 


© Columbia Records Distribution Corp. 1903 


29 


PLAYBOY 


ROCKY MARCIANO 


-Chin of Iron 


I kept ‘taking it on the chin’ from 
my razor—until I found new 


afta: 


MENNEN aftershave lotion 


that conditions... heals... protects 


Great new formula soothes...zesty new 
scent stimulates! New afta—Mennen’s 
no-sting aftershave—conditions dry and 
easily irritated skin, keeps it soft, pliable 
for easy shaving comfort day after day. 

New afta soothes razor-rawness, helps 
heal nicks and cuts. Guards against sun, 
wind, chapping, too! 


In handy new squeeze-flask! Со NO STING - МО BURN - MENNEN afta. 


both of them. It's twice as long as most 
movies (with intermission, just over fe 
hours) amd twice as g 


ous; and it 
intelligence 
story follows T. E 
Lawrence from early 1917, when he w 
for British Intellige 
to his first expedition to Prince 
nd his revving-up of the Arab re- 
volt, his tortuous trek to ‘Aqaba, his rail- 
1 his capture by degenerate 
Turks, his пейка: [ 
Damascus. Throw, 
the fasci figure of Lawrence, 
heroic but humane, modest but mar 
cal, brooding bur blood а hooded 
i with soul and 
he script by Robert (Man for 
st litera 


s 


O'Toole, of the 5 
Shakespeare company, makes Lawrence 
credible as man and sup Or 
Sharif, Egypt's top film actor, plays 
friend Ali with moody masculini 
ithony Quinn, despite his Brooklynese 


(England) 


Guinness (Feisal), Jack Hawl 
eral Allenby), Anthony Qu: 
ventional colonel), Claude Rains (a deft 
diplomat), Arthur Kennedy Я 
respondent) — all are 
A. Young's Ра ion Tech 
Director David 14 
acter and 
al drama. At 
tacular for grownups. 


Days of Wine and Roses is really about 
nights of Four Roses and whine. Jack 
Lemmon plays a San Francisco PR pro 
who is sipping his way to success when 
induces his girl (Lee Remick) to try 
а brandy alexander; what's sauce for the 
nder is sauce for Ше soon-gone goose. 
Before long they are married and share 
а small child and a large habit; thirst 
come, thirst served. In overdue. course 
Lemmon is out on his empty beer can 
and man 
fresh a 
down the coast. But he sneaks in а 
couple of bottles, and they are soon off 
to all pints west, He 
violent ward and, ever 
Anonymous. After more dousi 
he makes it to shore, but 
ays she just can't face the idea 
of Ше without another drink: so she 
goes Ol Into the Night... The un- 
happy use of happy juice i ughing 
mater, but. O.P. 
his TV pl 
1890 temperance 
Weekend Revisited, of trite preachm 
and equally write "frank" se 
When Lemmon stans search 
buried bottle in the hothouse, we know 


he 


T 


ORING ; 
. BUDGET : Migne 


The thrifty HONDA "50" is sweeping Americans off their feet—and it's easy to see why. High adventure has never had such 
a low price tag. And the economy only begins with the purchase price. The amazing HONDA gets up to 225 miles per gallon 
of gas. It's virtually maintenance-free, with a precision-built 50 cc, 4-stroke OHV engine that takes you to work, market, school 
or outdoor fun at a whisper-quiet 45 mph. It's easier and safer to ride than a bike, with automatic clutch, 3-speed transmission 
that shifts with a touch of your foot, and optional push-button electric starter. If you want to beat the traffic and parking 
problem and have a barrel of fun in the bargain, test ride a HONDA "50" soon. You'll see why thousands of Americans have 
taken to two-wheel travel. There are more than 800 HONDA dealers across the country. For the one nearest you, call Western 
Union by number and ask for OPERATOR 25. Or check your Yellow Pages. 


World's Largest Motorcycle Manufacturer EON DA. 


AMERICAN HONDA MOTOR CO., INC., P.0. BOX 19-488, LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 


COPYRIGHT 1963 AMERICAN HONOA MOTOR CO., INC. 
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Master-tailored by Gordon Ford, 
the classic sports jacket 

molded in Galey & Lord's new twill 
Dacron* polyester and cotton. 


Galey: Lord 7 


1407 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 18, N. Y. 
A Division of Bürlinión Industries 
> 


how do you mix 
Power's Gin 


martinis 
for a 
party? 


IMPORTED 


fast! fast! fast! 


Take a new bottle, fill the little void at the top with vermouth, shake, chill. Presto! 
Instant Power's Martinis! Electrifyingly dry, positively 94 proof. Power's Gin is also 
distilled from grain, imported by Canada Dry Corporation, New York. And it’s the hottest 
new name in the import class. What else could you possibly need for asure-fire success? 


in the first three seconds what the scene's 
going to be—and it goes on for three 
minutes. Jack is a top talent, but di- 
rector Blake Edwards hasn't becn able 
to get the right twist of Lemmon into 


this whiskey-soured story. 

“The day is coming when Cossacks will 
have something better to do than carry 
horses around the house!” That's а fair 
sample of the dialog—and doings — in 
Toras Bulba, a Shubertshow version of 
Nikolai Gogol’s fierce and flavorful novel 
There are punches aplenty, literally and 


visually, hands lopped off with sabers. 
and wounds cauterized with vodka, then 
ignited to make flesh flambé — all in epic 
Eastmancolor, The Cossack classic tells 
of a way-out 15th Century Ukrainian war 
rior and his two sons, Andrei and Ostap, 
who help to sweep the steppes free of 
galloping Poles. Ostap is just a run-of- 
the-military madman; love leads Andrei 
to treason and a bullet from раз pistol 
The exteriors, jumping with exotic ex 


uas, were filmed in Argentina, where 
rgcous scenery pampas the eye. The 
whole swashbuckling circus must be 
taken with a grain of somersault, but Yul 
Brynner makes а fairly elecuic Bulba 
and Tony Curtis is amiable and acrobatic 
as Andrei. Christine Kaufmann, a se- 
rencly beautiful German girl, is the ob- 
ject of Andrei's understandable affection 


L'Avventura and La Notte were the 
first two parts of Michelangelo. Anto- 
nioni's trilogy about modern man trying 
to be a man in the modern world; now 
the trio is completed with Eclipse. The 
films are linked in theme, not in story 
or characters — although Monica Vitti 
again plays the lead. An ultrachic chick 
from a district of Rome that looks like 


against a background 
act paintings, As we тест her 
she is breaking up with a lover. No 
solid 19th Century argument; she simply 
п him. (The picture 
begins with a three-minute silence in the 
room where they've been talking.) She 
drifts; and one day she drifts to the 
Borsa, the Roman stock exchange, where 
she meets a young broker (Alain Delon) 
who frolics in the money market like a 
dolphin in his private pool. The two 


falls out of love w 


circle one another warily yet winningly 
for a few days as they fall in love. At 
story's end, they are happy. but the girl 
is convinced that this love, too, cannot 
last. The picture finishes with another 
three or four minutes of silence: just 
twilight shots of that up-to-the-next 
minute neighborhood — the spatial ; 
spiritual environment in which man 
alien and ai Until we come to terms 
Antonioni is asking, how 
can we be real enough to love? Eclipse 
is not as terribly moving as the first two 
films of the set because Miss Vitti's char- 


d 


with our world, 


acter is more symbolic than specific, that 
is, she's a person with individual as well 
as Western world problems. But the film 
is miraculously made, and the frenzied 
scenes of the Borsa prove Antonioni a 


master of movement as well as mood. 

John Huston's Freud is less а biography 
of a man than of an id from the time 
Sigmund gives up neurology for 

arch. until, secure in self-knowledge, 
he strikes into the psyche. Most of the 
film centers оп Freud's treatment. of 
ly Koertner (а соті n of sev- 
al classic cases), and the discovery and 
nosis of his own neurosis. Id is only a 
er of time before he gets to the 
those old 


m: 
Ocdipus complex and shakes 
Vienn. 15. Montgomery Clift gives 
ything he which is 
enough to make him sincere if not scintil- 
h York. the sick Cecily, is 
н her trauma. and Liebes- 
and Susan Kohner clings prop- 

e wife. The script 
nd Wolf 
nplifies but is solid, seizing every 
nce to make the inte na in- 
tense, and the fine photography of Doug- 
las Slocombe views Vienna and visions 
with equal skill. Though it wobbles oc 
casionally, John Huston has achieved 
something Of a filmic monument to a 
mental achievement. 


captivating 
одит 


moi 


Laurence Olivier, who sometimes thinks 
he isn't acting unless he has an accent 
and an altered face, proves in Term of Friol 
that all he really needs is ап old tweed 
jacket. As a schoolmaster gone to seed, he 
s root and grows in this story of a 
man who has spent his life tr to have 
the courage not to be stupidly cou 
geous. Now, married to а French wom: 
and to Scotch whisky, needled by one 
nourished by the other, he teaches 
Midlands town. Out of the goodness of 
his rather leaky heart he gives private 
lessons to а rold (girl) pupil, who 
promptly в ied away. He gently 
but firmly carries her back — which is 
just what she doesn’t want. In very femi 
nine revel she lies to her mother, who 
thereupon tells the police that the Prof 
assaulted her child. Even in the wap ol 
seeming truth, he manages to stay as con- 
cerned for the kid as for himself. The 
plot lines are slow to come to a 
and the tricky ending is tr 
Olivier's performance is n 
final outburst at the tr 
black-and-white тсеп flare. Simone 
Signoret, the wife, rooms at the top again 
with а thinner part and а plumper face, 

nd Sara Miles, the girl, scores with the 
role if not with her teacher. Peter Glen- 
pted James Barlow's novel 
and directed, makes a good try, even if 
the line from OK 


Dry Martini 


{or why George Martini of New Rochelle goes around in a Fog) 


It's London Fog's new Haven coat. Mr. Martini learned its secret from his 
fellow commuters. 100 proof waterproof. 

Up to now, the only truly waterproof coats were oilskin or rubber slickers, ог 
those little foldup plastic jobs. So hot ond airless you start dampening from the inside. 

But the Haven breathes, leoving you cool and unwrinkled. The secret ingredi- 
ent is "Н", о roirproof, windproof finish opplied to the inside of the coot. 

It's added to London Fog's exclusive Hoven Cloth, Fortrel polyester and 
combed cotton, faultlessly toilored into a handsome Maincoat. To your taste in noturol 
or black, 39.95. 


Sorry, Mr. Martini—no olive. London Fog 
Baltimore 11, Md, 
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Frankie Laine arrives on Gerry Mulligan, The Thelonious Monk Quartet 
the scene with a knapsack the great saxophonist, makes its Columbia debut 
full of songs of the traveller— | turns to the ballad in an exciting jazz 

а new @ called "Wanderlust." for an album of easy, album of standard ballads 


effervescent jazz. ети.” and originals, ‘Monk's Dream. 


The Clancy Brothers and Tommy Makem sang ballads 
from the old country while the audience 
Cheered them on, all recorded ‘In Person at Carnegie Hall.” 


The Brothers Four sing the songs that brought Terry Snyder conducts 
cheers from college crowds all across the land à i 
in their new album, ‘Cross-Country Concert." 


a melodic, intercontinental tour 
in an 4 of stereo stunners, 
"Terry Snyder's 
World of Sound." 


Doris Day and Robert Goulet, recording together for the first 
time, are right on target in this lively, newly orchestrated 
re-creation of Irving Berlin's classic, ‘Annie Get Your Gun." 


Ray Conniff, his 

orchestra and chorus set | 
feet tapping to the | 
irresistible rhythms in 
their delightful new 
album, ‘The Happy Beat. 


This is today's world of entertainment. Enter friend. You'll find 
it warm, inviting, alive. In wonderful. high fidelity or stereo 
sound, this world sounds wonderful on COLUMBIA RECORDS 


tom Бик но анто IN SA 


THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR 


WI, playmate has given me an im- 
ported wicker picnic set that fits into the 
back of my Jaguar. So, I'm expressing my 
thanks by taking her on а picnic. It may 
as well be a first-cabin affair. What would 
you say should be Ше menu?—P. Y., 
Bronxville, New York. 

To go with the Jag and the picnic bas- 
kel, go with an aristocratic British-bype 
picnic menu: 

Gimlet Cocktails 


Paté of Smoked Rainbow Trout 
Fresh Malossal Beluga Caviar 
Crackers 


Cold Grilled Deviled Ringneck 
Pheasant 
Cold Fresh Asparagus Vinaigrette 


Chambertin 


Stilton Cheese 
Apple Tarts 


Hot French Roast Coffee 


Trish Mist Liqueur 


m headed for a short stay at Ocho 
Rios, Jamaica, and plan to take along my 
Bermuda shorts. When wearing them 
what determines the length of one 
socks? Is it simply a function of temper: 
ture, or whae Н. B., Augusta, А 

No, il's a function of activity. Knee- 
high socks should be donned after five 
o'clock when a jacket is worn with the 
shorts. Socks of mid-calf length should be 
worn for informal daytime doings. Short 
socks should be reserved Jor aclive sports 
wear. Incidentally, rather than pack your 
shorts you might wait to buy a couple of 
pairs on the island itself, where an ex- 
cellent local product is available in the 
popular Jamaican length. 


Being a ski instructor, 1 get to meet 
diferent young women every week. ‘The 
girls 1 teach ате usually pretty, if not 
beautiful, and most of them wear very 
pensive, sexy outlits that apparently 
give an excellent idea of the wearer's 
structure — or so I thought. The sad fact 
is that when I have gotten together with 
some of them, in the wee hours of the 
ш. T have more than once found 
to my surprise that Г have been cheated 
— that is, nature had been improved 
upon by some strategically positioned 
upholstery. My question involves the 
proper etiquette when conlronted with 
such a discovery. Do 1 ignore it, or do 
I have the right to be angry? — В. HL, 
Stowe, Vermont. 

Ignore it. 105 as natural and proper 
for a flat-chested girl to put up a false 


mor 


front as it is to wear lipstick and eye 
make-up. You wouldn't want to spend 
time with a girl who didu't think enough 
of herself to vy to be as attractively 
dressed as possible, would you? We once 
heard of a popular movie queen who 
even had falsies sewn into her night- 
gowns, but that, of course, is carrying 
things a bit too far. Hide your disap- 
pointment and enjoy. After all, the 
proof’s not in the padding, but in the 
performance. 


Since moving to Wilmette, Illinois. 
last fall, I've heard from several sources 
t this is the wealthiest community in 
the Jand. Judging from all visible stand- 
ards of living — houses, cars, furs, ete. — 
I can well believe it. Is there any richer 
in the U. S.2 О. M., Wilmette, Illinois. 

Just one. Shaker Heights, Ohio (a sub- 
urb of Cleveland), has a median family 
income of $13,933 per annum. Wilmette 
jingles in second with $13,661. 


о. my last vacation, I met a very at- 
tractive and d aish girl who is 
working as an airline stewardess on the 
оп Апапис run. While this chick is 
one of the most stimulating (intellect 
ally as well as physically) I've ever met, 
and I date her just about every time she's 
in town, she has on 
thats really beginning to get to me: 
When we reach the demitassc-and-brandy 
stage of dii variably produces 
small c Is to light up. 
This bi It looks 
unfeminine and it always draws stares 
from the occupants of neighboring table: 
not to bc too stully, I've pointed 
t to her that in this country girls just 
don't smoke stogies. She's replied that 
this is a silly convention. that women 
Copenhagen think nothing of smoking 
cigars im public, and that she sces no 
carthly reason why she shoukl not be 
allowed to take her smoking pleasure 
over here as well. In short, she's made it 
clear that she's the independent. type. 
Any suggestions on how I can get her to 
break the cigar habit — P. C, New 
York, New York. 

Next tine out, bring along a pack of 
potent French ov Turkish cigarettes, and 
urge — nicely, but firmly — that she smoke 
one of them in lieu of her customary 
cigar. If she’s ах savvy ах you say — and 
as feminine — shell accede, especially 
since the effort involved in your thought- 
ful provision of a substitute smoke should 
help her realize how strongly you con- 
sider cigar puffing unbecoming and — in 
public — embarrassing as well. 


annoying habit 


ANYTHING CAN HAPPEN 
WHEN YOU WEAR 


AMEG 


PARFUM DE CORDAY 


THREE-FIFTY TO THIRTY-FIVE DOLLARS 


Siver PARFUM солоду. INC 35 
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ТТ тсс months ago I started dating a 
magnificent Amazon who's a dancer in 
the front lines at a mai 
We have a lot of laughs 
fine physical rapport, and while she’s not 
exactly the kind of girl I'd want to bring 
home to mother, for the t being lile 
is great. Believe it or not, Im even 
helping her to study philosophy. There's 
just one Haw in all of this: At 61”, the 
and I stand eye-to-eye, barefoot, but 
th chic spike heels she is a good 3” 
ler than 1. Needless to say, this occa. 
sions stares whe we go. I'm begin 
to wonder if I'm maki 


Of all the Englishmen 
who drink gin... 
how many 
drink Gordon’s? 


lost of them. And it’s been that way 

for years. To be blunt about it, 
Gordon's is England's biggest selling gin 
—as it is America's and the world's. 


there 
а да 


chick sev 


y squiring 
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Why? Probably because we have al- 
ways refused to tamper with a good 
thing. Gordon's still harks back to 
Alexander Gordon's original formula— 
conceived in London 193 years ago 
—so its distinctive dryness and flavour 
remain unchanged and unchallenged to 
this day. Ask for Gordon's by name at 
your favourite tavern and package store. 


MEC) 
| DISTILLED. 


The pre-electric with “wake-up!” Mennen Prop—the 
pre-electric that props up your beard for a clean, close shave 
and wakes up your face with a refreshing tingle. Get Prop. ®® 


ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 


Her than he?—S. L., New 


w York. 

Of course not. If a couple gets along, 
the question of relative height is totally 
irrelevant. In all likelihood, its not the 
girl's altitude that is causing all the com- 
motion, but her good looks. So enjoy 
the stares — they are a compliment to you 
and the beauty on your атт. 


WI, girl recently bought а sporty blue 
Sprite and is so nuts about it that now 
when we set out on à insists that 
we take her car, not m t only that 
— she pleads with me to let her do the 
driving. I'm all for letting her have her 
fun and all that, but Г just don't ес! 
right sitting idly by while she works us 
through пас. It bothers me — but I 
also realize that 1 may Бе makin 
out of a molehil Am 12 
n Francisco, Califo 


a 


mount 
D. M. 

No — your malaise is legitimate, While 
there's no harm in letting her play Jeeves 
once or twice, thereafter you should put 
yourself back in the driver's seat, Point 
out to her that she has ample opportun- 
ity Jor driving her car when she is by 
herself, and add that it is as improper for 
her to be chau[feuring you about town 
as it would be if she paid the check for 
your next night out. 


А certain girl and I have been close 
friends for uu с five years, During 
this period the girl has gone out 
ber of different fellows, but not had 
y until about a 
a о. Then it happened: 
she fell deeply in love with a guy who 

ng future, 
at times, She 

d strong hopes that they would marry, 

t then he got another girl. pregnant 
and married her instead, To make mat- 
ters worse, just before the romance went 
on the rocks the girl was told by her 
parents that she is an adopted child. As 
you can imagine, all of this had an ad- 


verse effect on her. I now find myself 
falling in love with her. But our relation- 
ship is in a twilight zone of mixed friend- 
ship, love and retrogression. We are both 
persons with a defensive naturc, she not 
declaring her feelings because she does 
not want to be hurt again, and J not de- 
ing my feelings because I'm afraid of 
king a mistake and losing her. I sense 
ts to many me someday, 
even though she hasn't said it. The 


t she 


interest in her she retreats, 
act indifferently toward her she becomes 
aggressive — we just can't get together. 
For the past two weeks I've acted ав 
though I hate her, but two nights ago 
we made love for the first time. Thinking 
that things were about to move forward, 
I have treated. her with extra warmth 
since that night. Now she is moving away 
from me again. Just what do I do?— 
P. F., Phoenix, Arizona. 

Treat her with all the tenderness you 
can muster. The girl has obviously been 


dealt two severe psychic wounds which 
will require time to heal. At the moment 
she fears committing herself to you (with 
the associated vulnerability) as much as 
she fears losing you. Confronted by your 
patience and gentle understanding, trust 
should grow, and the fear of emotional 
overexposure may gradually fade away. 
Although you don't ask, we can't in good 
conscience predict a successful marriage 
for the two of you and it would certainly 
be a mistake to marry until such time as 
the relationship is on a far sounder emo- 
tional relationship. Don't hope that 
marriage itself may somehow solve your 
emotional problems. It won't. 


V. there a correct side (ic. r 
on which to: (a) part the hair, (b) tilt 
a hat to a slightly rakish angle, (c) crook 
а furled umbrella over the arm? Same 
for: (d) the hand on which to wear a 
class ring, (c) the vest pocket in which 
to сапу а pocket watch, and (f) the 
wrist on which to wear а wristwatch. 
—S. S, Woonsocket, Rhode Island 
Choose sides as follows: (a) left pre- 
ferred, but choice is yours unless a pro 
nounced hair spiral dictates one side or 
the other; (b) right preferred; (с) left 
preferred; (d) left hand, little finger, рте 
ferred: (e) right preferred; (f) left for 


vight-handers, and vice versa. 


sht or left) 


questioning her relatives? — T. А, Clif 
ton, New Jersey. 

The horoscope ploy has no peer. Read 
aloud your own horoscoped future from 
a newspaper, playing il for laughs, then 
ask her birthday so you can do the same 
Jor her. 


N'S SHOES 


у ЛД, 
dressed to look your hest. Light, trim 
and supple as a slipper. 

Elegant char-chestnut 
brown calf or jet black calf 

to go with i 


pany, 
St. Louis 


TROUSERED BY CORBIN 


the manwho put natural shoulders ontrousers 
я fe 


Preferred stock. 


CORBIN'S WALK SHORTS 


For those who understand the secure dividend in a 
Corbin trouser, Corbin has the same top quality 
rating in his Bermuda Length Walk Shorts. Proven 
performers, they are tailored in the Classic Corbin 
manner with pleatless fronts. Slip into a pair and be 
comfortable. Our pit loomed India Madras Plaids, 
or Bashi Bazouk Stripes, Poplins and Linens keep 
improving with age! The more you wash them, the 
better they look and feel! New Corbin Colors have 
been developed such as Ancient Madder Blue, 
Turkey Red and Butternut Tan. About $13.50. At 
the stores you would expect, or write: Corbin Ltd., 
Dept. T, 385 Fifth Ave., New York 16, N. Y. 
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2%" FILTER IN MEDICO Fres 


Protcction—the unique protection of a 2% inch 
filter—is yours when you smoke a Medico. With 
the exclusive Medico Filter nicotine, tars, juices and 
flakes are trapped inside...now you really enjoy 
the natural, clean smoke of your favorite tobacco. 
When filter turns brown, just throw it away. 
Medico is the world’s largest selling pipe, the 
product of over 60 years of pipe craftsmanship. It 
is distinguished by select, imported briar—exquisite 
finishes—and a handsome variety of models and 
shapes, a few of which are illustrated at right, 
all with nylon bits, guaranteed bite-proof. 

For beautiful color catalog, write Medico, Dept. A2, 
18 Eost 54 St, N. Y. 22. Enclose 10¢ for handling. 


MEDICO 


Crest 


55 to $15 


Pipe 
illustrated 


pe rest included with 
every Medico Crest Pipe 


ries ener ousie USA 


MEDICO 


Filter Pipes 


now in book form... 


.PLAYBOY'S TEEVEE JEEBIES 


The most popular humor feature ever printed in rtAvBov, Shel Silverstein's capricious 
channel captions, preserved between soft covers for permanent enjoyment. PLAYBOY'S 
TEEVEE ЈЕЕВІЕЅ, first in a special series of books from Playboy Press. 80 pages. $1. 


At your newsstand now. 


ДА while back you gave several theories 
on the oi of the word cocktail. What 
explanation, if any, do you have for high- 
ball? — C. M., Lynchburg, Virginia. 

In American bartender argot durin 
the Gay Nineties, all glasses ve called 
balls. Inevitably, tall glasses used for such 
potables as whiskey and soda came to be 
called highballs. 


W have on my hands what I believe to 
be a classic reverse of the age-old prob- 
lem of respect (or Jack of same) toward 
women. Some months back I began to 
date a young lady whom 1 had known 
casually through family tics for n 
years We well — so well, 
fact, that it was soon dear to me tha 
i . Finally, оп one meni 

ght, things got started and 

before we knew w at, the 
1 moment of truth was im- 
minent. Summoning all my will power. 
I played the part of a perfect gentle- 
and, in what ] thought to be 
a very diplomatic manner, ceased and 
desisted. ‘Wal. that did it— on. came 
the tears and the accusati that 1 
thought she wasn't good enough for me. 
Despite all explanations about my hon- 
orable intentions, she stormed off in a 
huff and 1 haven't seen her since. Now 
ning to hear тон 
friends that she has been saying that I 
am passive, a latent homo, that I couldn't 
make the grade with her, etc. 1 want to 
know what I did wrong. 1 mean, doesn't 
a girl want respect? Doesn't the gentle- 
man's code count for anything anymore? 
= D. P. Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 
Youre getting exactly what you. de- 
serve. Rather than upholding any "gentle- 
man’s code,” you've violated it by your 
humiliating refusal of the girl's ultimate 
gift, Next time around, try to remember 
that a gentleman may be defined as one 
who never needlessly inflicts pain or hu- 
miliation. People like you give chivalry 
а bad name. You can be grateful for this 
much, however: if the girl is now talking 
about the matter to friends, she is so ìn- 


e that any meaningful relation 


ship with her would have been impossible 
and probably would have ended in grief 


All reasonable questions — from. fash- 
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars 
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette 
—will be personally answered if the 
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy 
Advisor, Playboy Building, 232 E. Ohio 
Street, Chicago 11, Illinois. The most 
provocative, pertinent queries will be 
presented on these pages each month. 


MENNEN SPEED STICK: 
stops perspiration odor so effectively 
it actually keeps skin odor-resistant! 


Speed Stick—the deodorant for Men! Really helps stop odor! One clean 
dry stroke lasts all day—so man-size it protects almost 3 times the area 
of a narrow roll-on track. No messy drip, no tackiness. Never cracks or 
crumbles, won't stain or irritate. Fast! Neat! Businesslike! 

Get the wide-oval deodorant for men... Mennen Speed Stick. ae 


All it takes is one clean stroke daily! 
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At what age 
should a boy 
be told about the 
Sunbeam Alpine? 


Before your son picks up a lot of misinformation from the kids in the 
neighborhood, for goodness’ sake tell him about the Sunbeam Alpine 
now! He'll learn about it sooner or later, anyway, and it's better that 
he get the facts from you. Whether your child is 21 or 41, talk to him 
on his own level. After all, we live in an enlightened age. Sit down with him. Use simple terms, language he can 
easily understand. Like the fact that the Sunbeam Alpine has a devastating effect on the opposite sex. That 
its lines are sleek and windswept. That its engine has a soft, satisfying snarl. But don't let your son's casual 
attitude fool you. He's interested, all right, and paying attention. Don't feel that you have to explain everything 
atonce, though. He doesn't have to hear the part about how the others are trying to imitate the Alpine's styling. 
or about the Alpine's unitary construction and aircraft type self-adjusting front disc brakes. And he may not 
be particularly concerned about the Alpine's roll-up windows and snug-fitting soft top. Just remember to tell 
him that the Sunbeam Alpine is pure fun and a dream of a personal sports car. And don't forget to mention 
that the Alpine-at only $2595*—is the winningest and least expensive sports car in its class. $ Are you too 
embarrased to explain to your children about Sunbeam Alpine's unfailing allure for the opposite sex? We have 
prepared a little booklet to help you, “What To Tell Your Child About S.A. (Sunbeam Арте)”. Its easy, simple 
language captures both the facts and the joyous mystery of Sunbeam Alpine. Just clip and send in the coupon. 


Т al 
| Dear Sunbeam Alpine Rootes Motors Inc | 
| 42-32 21st Street, Long Island City 1, N.Y. | 
| Yes, I would like the little booklet, "What To Tell Your Child 1 
| About S.A. (Sunbeam Alpine)”. | understand it will be sent to Name. ڪڪ‎ I 
| me in a plain wrapper. 1 
| Address. = = | 
| Listen, I don't have children. 1 don’t even have a wile. | mean, | 
| 1 guess I could use а little information myself сиу Zone. State. | 
ea — pu e a es J 


“East Р.О, slighily more in West. State ang local taxes, delwery charge, If any, hard top, wire wheels, white walls optional, etra. 


ruveoy ммм BERTRAND RUSSELL 


а candid conversation with britain’s impassioned pacifist 


Tf the long and stormy life of Bertrand 
Arthur William Russell can be said to 
possess any unifying thread, it is ап en- 
during attitude of passionate skepticism, 
а lifelong refusal to accept any truth as 
immutable, any law as infallible or any 
faith as sacred. During the nine decades 
of his dedication to dissent, the erudite 
Earl Russell, a member of the House 
of Lords, has been awarded the Nobel 
Prize for literature in recognition of his 
pioneering research in mathematical 
philosophy and symbolic logic, and hon- 
ored with Britain's distinguished Order 
of Merit for service to his country. But 
he has also been reviled as an enemy of 
religion and the flag; jailed for his ring- 
leadership of passively nonviolent dem- 
onstrations against nuclear. armament; 
and variously extolled and execrated for 
his contentious convictions on free love, 
women’s suffrage, sex education, pacifism 
and preventive war. 

As the London Times wrote last May 
on the occasion of Lord Russell's 90th 
birthday, “Jor every one who grasps соеп 
the outline of his contribution to mathe- 
matical logic, 10,000 wear the little bui- 


“I fecl that the human race may well 
become extinct before the end of the 
present century. Speaking as а mathe- 
matician, 1 should say that the odds are 
about three to one against survival.” 


ton that he wears.” The button is the 
badge of the Campaign for Nuclear 
Disarmament, а militantly antimilitary 
movement of which he is the combative 
champion. As spiritual leader of the 
famed Committee of 100, а ban-the-bomb 
group that commands widespread popu- 
lar support in Britain, he has also earned 
international eminence — and. а brief 
prison term for civil disobedience — as the 
most articulate agitator for the contro- 
versial cause of unilateral disarmament. 
In October 1957, he published an open 
appeal to the great powers for a cessation 
of nuclear testing which won worldwide 
headlines when both Nikita Khrushchev 
and John Foster Dulles responded with 
public replies. Russell unexpectedly be- 
came an active intermediary between 
East and West at a critical moment dur- 
ing the recent Guban crisis when Premier 
Khrushchev, in a personal теру to a 
cabled appeal from Russell, gave the first 
public indication of his intention 10 
avoid vash action in responding to the 
American arms blockade. 

After a conversation with Russell four 
decades before this momentous interven- 


“People may think themselves safe in 


their deep shelters; but they will roast. 
Governments must be made to give up 
the habit of lying in order to persuade 
people to die quietly.” 


tion, T.S. Eliot described how “his dry 
and passionate talk devoured the afier- 
noon.” And so it did early this winter in 
а three-hour interview with PLAYBOY at 
his secluded home in the mountains of 
North Wales; the venerable philosopher 
discussed his fears and hopes for the 
world with the luminous lucidity which 
inspired one reporter 10 write, “He is 
all flame and no ash. He has a brain 
that burns when you come near it.” 
Puffing determinedly on а blackened 
briar, cleaving the air with energetic ges- 
tures and pounding his chair arm period- 
ically with an emphatic fist — his deeply 
creased, hawklike visage animated with 
intense conziction beneath the familiar 
shock of unruly white hair — he. spoke 
with ominous eloquence, and a final ray 
of hope, of the nightmare of atomic an- 
nihilation that has haunted his waking 
thoughts and commandeered his consid- 
erable energies since the explosion of 
the first hydrogen bomb at Eniwetok. 
In October 1961 after а decade of 
mounting personal outcry against the 
unabaling arms race — Russell. warned 
his uneasy listeners at a ban-the-bomb 


“When I was young, T set out with the 
belief that love could conquer the world. 
I perhaps thought that the road to a free 
and happy world would be shorter than 
it has turned out to be.” 
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rally in London's Trajalgar Square that 
they would be lucky if any of them were 
alive in a years time. That year has 
passed, and nuclear holocaust has not 
yet overtaken us. We began our inter- 
view by reminding Lord Russell of this 
prophetic miscalculation. 


pıaYsoY: Inasmuch as the world has suc 
cessfully survived the year since your 
Trafalgar Square address, Lord Russell, 


would vou care to revise your estimate 
of the likelihood of an atomic war? 
I said at Trafalgar Square that 


we would ne were, and 
we have been extremely lucky so far. But 
I don't sce any reason to be optimis 
I still feel that the human race may well 
become extinct before the end of the 
present century. Speaking as а mathe- 


matici: I should say that the odds a 
about three to onc ast survival. The 
risk of war by accident — an unintended 


war triggered by an explosive situation 
such as that in Cuba — remains and in- 
deed. grows greater all the time. For 
every day we continue to live, remain 
able to act, we must be profoundly 
grateful. 


me Minister Macmillan, you said in 
"they are the wickedest people 


duty to do what we 
against them." Did you actually 
y that Kennedy, Khrushehev 
an are the worst of a 
ndudes Hider and 


man, and it is ou 


can 
mean to 


Attila? 
RUSSEL: That was a 
ment. Just as it is a wicked thing for 


rithmetical s 


ate- 


one man to murder another, it 
times as wicked to murder 10 oth 
and 1,000,000 times more wicked to be 
ponsible for the death of 1,000,000 
men. No man in history has ever had 
the chance to murder on such а sc 
In the past there have been long and 
that caused ар 


bitter w: 


face the prospect of total obliteration in 
ind is to survive at 


ТЕ 
ner than in forme i 
Did not the avoidance of nucl 
war over Cuba last October reassure you 
at of both 


bout the prudence and restra 
anedy and Khrushchev? 
The 


Ke 
RUSSELL 


¢ are signs that the politi- 
mning to realize the impli- 
ns of the power they wield. But they 
not fully assimilated them. So much 
ms to depend on very personal fac- 
tois with politicians — even on what they 
have had for breakfast and whether they 
1 


somc important deci 


ve indigestion when they have to make 


ion. What I 


am 


When two great powcrs 

; it doesn't mat 
at — they must find а way to settle 
it somehow by arbitration or by nego- 
tiation, not by war or threat of war. We 
know only too well that if you threaten 
someone with war and he doesn't give 
way, then you may find your 


Af com- 
mitted cither to war or to backing down 
ad that choice has almost always been 
resolved by The Вейи ст 
in point. Here the Russians h 
somewhat aggressive: they are trying to 
secure a change in the status of West 
Berlin by what amounts to threats of 
war. In the case of the Cuban crisis. on 
the other hand, Khrushchev has shown 
himself to be less belligerent than. Ken- 
nedy, and in effect, at à crucial moment 
last October, was responsible [or avoid- 
ar devastation. all 
¢ to him for this. He 
acted with great restraint in a crisis of 
the first magnitude. 1 hope it n 
age similar responses should the Berlin 
question reach a comparable peak of 
crisis. The essential thing to underst 

is th i 
problem 
necessary 
that any 
le—is to be considered wicked 
if the consequence is an atomic holocaust. 
тдүвоү: What do you believe was the 
effect of your own personal intervention 
with Khrushchev — via your much pub- 
licized cable appealing for Russian pru- 


ZI 


asc 


хе been 


ing a war ої пис] 


dit must be sive 


dence in responding to the American 
blockade of Cuba? 
musst, He carried out the promise he 


made in the letter replying to my cable 
—the promise to do nothing rash that 
would risk conflict. Within hours of my 
communication, 12 Soviet ships had 
turned back from their Cuban destina- 
tion and Khrushchev had stopped Iu 
ther shipment. This lelt Cuba illegally 
blockaded in violation of international 
law. I believe that И a blockade is de- 
fensible applied to Cuba, then 
the precedent can be applied also to 
Berlin to Britain. 
advanced American nucl 
ica should remember the War of 1812 
when the United States would not tol- 
erate a British blockade. This is the 
very heart of what I have been s 
for years: If nude: 
п Cuba, then they 
where in the world. Nuclear bases threat- 
en the su of mankind and thc 
Cuban crisis has shown us how very close 
w е to annihilation. 

PIAYBOY: Do you think the Russian posi- 
tion on Berlin may bring us doser still? 
RUSSELL: І can't tell. There a АП these 
different possibilities. There is intended 
war, resorted to when one side really 
thinks it can win. That is the least likely 
а this сазе. Then there is escala- 


whe 


which is an 


nd evel 


cause 


tion—a a bi 


liide war growing into 
There is also threat and. counter 
t, where each side hopes the other 
will give w course inevitably 
bringing such dangerous factors as pres- 
tige and national pride into play. But 
what is most likely in Berlin or elsewhere 
is simply war Бу misinterpretation, You 
may get à meteor or something like that 
showing radar screen, and some- 
one will press the button. There is no 
to cor It could so casily hap- 
ре in а moment 
PLAYBOY: you make any estimate of 
the destructive consequences of such a 
disastrous "misinterpretation"? 
russe; This is a question for experts, 
though all experts are biased. For an un- 
informed person such as me, it is very 
difficult to make any precise forecast 
But I could give you a minimum 
believe you must generally est 
mate that. at the very least, the price 
of писісаг war would be that half the 
population of both America and Russia, 
plus the whole of the population of 
Western Europe and Britain, would be 
wiped out. 
PLAYBOY: You are the outspoken advocate 
teral disarmament for Briti 
some critics 


one. 
thre; 


time 


esti 


mate. Т 


have as 


commitment, Authorities feel tl 
bsolutely nothing to th 
America, that America 
would be better off without us. I agree 
It would not w n NATO one atom 
What | want to sce is a concerted at 
tempt by the neutral. nations to achieve 
an accommodation between East and 
West. The influence of the neutrals 
would be immensely strengthened if 
Britain were one of them. We have a 
very long political experience. With the 
exception of the Sea 
we are perhaps more s 
than others. We could play a ve 
t. But I don't sec much chance that 
we shall. In any case, I do not advocate 
unilateralism solely for Britain; 1 scc it 
step toward wider disarmament. 
very much а part of the 
ments. И the fear were removed. 
ide would be more reasonable. 
think that if the West were to voluntar- 
ily divest itself of nuclear weapons as à 
token of из peaceful Lentions — this 
would greatly impress the Russians. They 
would then feel that they had nothing 
nd that they could enormously 
с their own expenditure on arma- 
ments. They would spend their money 
on consumer goods instead. 

PLAYBOY: Does your disarmament plan in- 
volve also the abandonment of conve 
tional weapons? 

Russe: We should not interfere with 


as а 


icentive 


poe 
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conventional weapons unless there is 
general nuclear disarmament. We would 
then discard all but a very small number 
of conventional weapons. 
PLAYBOY: It has been said by some politi- 
cal observers that this eventuality will 
remain entirely academic as long as the 
U.S. continues to insist on inspection 
without disarmament, and the U.S.S.R. 
on disarmament without inspection. 
Would you agree or disagree with this 
appraisal? 
RUSSELL: It does rather look that way. One 
side says that America is to blame for 
the stalemate and the other says Russia 
is responsible. You get the same sort of 
explanation in both countries. That, 
roughly speaking, has been the excuse 
for not reaching agreement. But I think 
the true explanation lies deeper than 
that. Neither side wants agreement, and 
they have to have something plausible 
to disagree about. You must realize that 
in both countries there are political and 
military factions — lobbies, if you like — 
which exert powerful pressure for 
tremist policies. On both sides they 
consist of people with interests in 
armaments and all the apparatus of 
preparation for war. There are military 
commanders in power on both sides, and 
their vested interest is in exercising that 
power. In fact, military people carry 
much more weight in the making of 
policy than does public opinion. 
PLAYBOY: Would you say, then, considcr- 
ing this climate of opinion within as 
well as between Russia and America, 
that there is any realistic hope of draft- 
rmament plan which 
ble to both sides? 


ing a global dis 
would be accept 
Russet: No, not at present. There is no 
possibility of attaining or sustaining 
general disarmament until East-West 
tension has lessened. 

PLAYBOY: In 1957 you wrote in The New 
Statesman, the liberal British journal, 
an appeal to Premier Khrushchey and 
then-President Eisenhower for just such 
a lessening of world tension, to which 
both the Russian leader and John Foster 
Dulles responded. with public reassur- 
ances, Six years have elapsed since then 
without a noticeable decline in global 
strife and division. At this critical mo- 
ment in the cold war, would you care to 
make another such appeal — perhaps si 
gesting specific ways in which relations 
can be improved — to. Khrushchev 
President Kennedy? 

RUSSELL: If I were to make another such 
appeal, I would have to begin by repeat- 
ing what [ said in 1957. I should say 
simply to both men: “You seem anxious 
to destroy the world. to create vast mis- 
ery and tot 
ration for war is childish — and suicidal. 
If you could only begin to tolerate 
other, you would be perfectly happy.” I 
would go on to suggest that the over- 
ridingly urgent necessity is to come to 


nd 


destruction. All this prepa 


ach 


an agreement; this is far more important 
than the precise form the agreement 
takes. Last summer I sent a message to 
Moscow in which I expressed the wish 
that in all negotiations between Fast 
and West, the negotiator for the Commu 
nists should begin by saying that the 
universal victory of capitalism would be 
less disastrous tl 
same time, the Western spokesman 
should start by admitting that the uni- 
versal victory of communism would be 
preferable to the destruction of man- 
kind. In a speech last July. Khrushchev 
singled out this suggestion and said that 
he entirely agreed. T was rather pleased. 
I would suggest further that the likcli- 
hood of war could be lessened immeasur 
ably if both sides would place a great 
deal more emphasis on the ghastly de 
structiveness of war. At present the major 
organs of publicity in both East and 
West are inclined to make the public 
believe that nuclear war wouldn't really 
be so terrible after all. That is why 1 
am opposed to Civil Defense prepar 
tions. They are diabolical inventions 
alculated to tell lies and to deceive. 
Everyone who knows anything knows 
that. People may think themselves safe 
in their deep shelters—but they will 
be made to 
give up the habit of lying in order to 
persuade people to die quietly. Thirdly, 
I would strongly recommend an agree 
ment on both sides not to teach that the 
other side is wicked. For Americans, 
communism is the Devil; for the Rus 
sians, capitalism is the Devil. The truth 
is that neither is wickeder than the other 
They are both wicked. 

PLAYBOY. Do you sce no difference be 
tween the moral positions of America 
and Russia? 

russen: No. They both have abominable 
systems. I am inclined to prefer the 
American system, but only because it is 
more allied with what I am used to. If 
I had been born a Russian, probably 1 
should prefer the Russian system. 
Рідүвоу: Have your views changed since 
you returned from a trip to Russia in 
1920 to write one of the earliest and 
sharpest criticisms of the Soviet regim 
russe: | still take exactly the same 
view. Up to the time of Stalin's death, 
it was really quite horrible. Since then, 
I think, things 
bad — though I still don't care for the 
Soviet system at all. I just don't happen 
to like the American system either. The 
Americans tell you they stand for frec 
dom: What they mean is that you must 
be quite willing to perish in order to be 
frec in hell. Та Russia they punish you 
if you espouse capitalism; in Amer 
they punish you if you espouse commu 
nism. What is the difference? But it is 
not worthwhile for us to go into the 
question of whether Russia or America 
has the better system. There are mei 


roast. Governments must 


ve not been quite so 


nd demerits on both 
important matter is to find some way of 
compromise between them which will 
avoid war. At present each has ап еп- 
tîrely melodra conception of the 
other, and I think that the Russian Gov- 
ular encourages this 


cs. The only 


t other countries except in small or- 
zed groups. The same applies to 
ern visitors in Russia. This is a 
pity. But there also seems to be 
ind of fear in the West that if 


some 
you get to know Communists, you will 


begin to admire them and finally be won 
over by them. Not a There 
simply no other way to achieve on cach 
side an understanding of the real nature 
of the other. 1 would suggest finally in 
that both Kennedy and 
ler the merits of a plan 
whereby the neutral nations would ap- 
point a small, permanent body. well- 
formed on world affairs, which would 
investigate every dispute — such as Ber- 
India or Cuba—and give an ob- 
jective opinion on how it should bc 
settled without favoritism to cither side. 
Fach settlement proposed. of course, 
would have to be as far as possible one 


then develop into a permanent organiza- 
tion composed of three different groups 
Fast, West and neutral, It seems to me 
that whichever side was more reasonable 
would win the support of the neutrals. 
Something of this sort has got to develop 
if we hope to reduce the deadly danger 
of war. Such a three-pronged body could 
be a step toward truly eflective world 
government. But of course that won't be 
for a long time. At first it would be 
merely advisory. After a century of 
advice, it might begin to acquire a 
measure of authority. 

PLAYBOY: Do you consider it possible to 
strive for these same aims without wait- 
ing a century — by relying on the UN? 
RUSSELL: It can't be done through the UN 
as it is now, because the UN does not 
embrace Ch Its exclusion is a colos- 
stupidity. The 
y. Some 
much more powerful and more populous 
than others, and you cannot invest a little 
nation with the same weight as a big 


© very 


divide the world into regions. You might, 


for example, have North Am 
group, Europe as another, Ru 
third. China as a fourth, and so on 
would have to work it out 
10 making it more or le 
need in population, And the 
gions ought to be so constituted that their 
internal relations would be foremost 
importance and their rc 
rid secondary 
would leave each region complete au- 
tonomy for its own affairs The world 
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government would become involved only 
when there were contests or disputes 
with other regions. We shall not lon 
survive without some such system. 
тлүзоү. On а personal level, why have 
you chosen to adopt a policy of civil 
disobedience as a means of. promoting 
the cause of peac 
Russet; Purely to get attention. All the 
major organs of publicity are agaiust us 
It was extremely difficult to get any at 
tention at all until we resorted 10 it. 1 
have no views in principle either for or 
against civil disobedience. It has always 
been practiced at different times and 
places. With me it is purely a practical 
question of whether 10 do it or not, a 
method of propagand. 
PLAYBOY: Do you [cel that the authorities 
have the moral right to prosecute and 
imprison those involved in such non 
violent. demousuations for peace —as 
they have done to you? 
Russet: I have no right to compl 
about being punished for breaking the 
law. 1 complain only if 1 am not ре 
mitted to break it. | recognize thu if 
you go outside the Law you cannot com 
plain if it is made а little awkward for 
you, but it ought to he possible to do so. 
И I suddenly took it into my head that 
T wanted to assassinate the Queen. then 
1 should expect to be punished. You do 
that sort of thing with full forcknowl 
edge of the consequences. 
дүвү. You were recently threatened 
with expulsion from the Labor Party 
for urging Western representatives t0 at 
tend a Moscow “peace” conference and 
state their views. Aren't sudi occasions 
always turned. to their own ааш. 
hy the Communists? 
пиен. On the conti 
Committee of 100 we 
summer and presented their point of 
view very effectively indeed. They got 
publicity both inside and outside of 
Russia. Many Americas have asked me 
why 1 dont preach my i the Rus 
sians as well as to the West, and the 
iswer is that Г до. Certainty the Rus- 
gree with much of what T say. 
but 1 have found it just as easy ог as 


y. Members of the 


nt та Moscow. list 


cas 10 


sians dis: 


dilcult— to get publicity for my views 
iu the Soviet press as in the English 
press The question 1 wondered about 
was whether they had. bowdlerized what 
I said. 1 have taken the trouble to get 
wanslatious of what they. printed. and 
found that they have been completely 
faithful. They have not altered a scrap 
PLAYBOY. In addition to disseminating 
your views personally он boul sides ol 
the Iron Curtain, you were the initiator 
h 
wash. Nova 


ferences, of wh 


с co 


of a series of рә 
the first was held im P 
Scotia, between groups of scientists front 
East and West What positive results 
do you feel have emerged Пот these 
symposia 


ibution 


Russett: They have made а con 
toward informed opinion. For one t 
as a result, the teseban nego 


ions 

came very much doser to success than 

they would other с have done. But the 
Pugwash meetings have not accomplished POLL- 

much as one might have hoped. There 


as a lack of effective. publicity. ‘The 
public won't listen to informed opinion. 1 NING 
"They want uninformed opinion 
PLAYBOY: In 1910 you were fined £100. 
by the Lord Mayor of London [or 
circulating a pacifistie leaflet which the 
law deemed "likely to prejudice the re- 
cruiting and discipline of His Majesty's 
Forces." Your intention, you said then, 
“was to procure, if possible, a change in 
the ing that, to secure а 
i Does the 
olivate your current 


p zr — ч 


antiwar a 
RUSSELL: Yes. Then, of course, I was de- 
fendi the rights of conscientious ob- 
tors in World War 1. I do not wholly І 
е their views, but ] felt, and still Ы 
опе should respect their con- 

They believe what I do not Five 
believe: that it is wicked to take part 

in any war, however righteous the c 
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in psychological terms, you h: Annual 

that Kennedy, Khrushchev, Macmillan 

and other world leaders "are driven ir Polls! 


rationally into policies which may 
cllectively end human life on this 
planet.” If their judgment is so irra- 
tional, Lord Russell, what is the point 
of your attempts to dissuade them on 
rational grounds from precipitating war? 
RUSSELL: Even less is to be gained, 1 think, 
by the Wests continuing. campa 
remake the East in its own image, 
by the East's unrelenting cllorts to do 
the same with the West. The change — 
attitude of mutual concession in an 
mosphere of mutual understanding — 
has gor to come from within each со 
try, from within each individual. It is to 
this end that 1 persist im my appeal. 
When 1 made such an appeal to Khrush- 
chev last October, the Cuban situation 
had changed Ше world situation very 
ach for the worse, and I felt it neces 
a last effort. His 
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tiously 
will cor n commu 
tion with him for the purpose of facili- 
tating а зает 
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campaign of economic competition 
which he predicts will eventually “bury 
us What posture do you feel the West 
should adopt in combating this threat? 
Russet. Neither of these conllictin: 
will be arbitr: 
amicably until we have а truly repre 
sentative and authoritative world. gov 
ernment. In the absence of onc, it will be 
a a question of who is 
stronger. A continued program of eco- 
nomic and educational aid to underde- 
veloped countries, meanwhile, would bc 
a significant means of strength the 
Western position. It would be better. of 
course, if such aid were given coo} 
tively by both sides, but 1 don't think 
that this is practical politics at the mo- 
ment. In either case, it should be given 
not on cold war grounds, but simply 
because these people need help. 
apprehension 


й 
ed equitably and 


nd economists 


population growth in such overcrowded 
and underproductive areas as Africa 


China, India and parts of I America? 
Russet: The population problem has, in 
my opinion, been rather exaggerated. 


It can be solved by adequate birth con 
trol, and 1 don't think t holic 
objections will prevent the increasingly 
widespread use and acceptance of con 
traceptives. After all, Roman Catholics 
represent only a small segment of the 
world’s population. India and China arc 
the really big problem areas, and both 
are inclined to favor birth control. 

PLAYEOY: Do you agree with many histor 
ians and social scientists who foresee that 
the next century will witness “an inex- 


orable economic and societal evolution," 
ıs one commentator has expressed it. 
rom the tradition of individual en- 
terprise to the psychology of mass man? 
RUSSELL: Societies comprised of small 
farmers, merchants and artisans will soon 
be anachronisti. Almost everybody is 
already part of something h 
to preserve individual Ши 
new world of lı 
we must be 
terms from the ter 
ism. We will be 
‘curse of big 


If we arc 


ty in this 
and institutions. 
in diflerent 
ts of classical libe: 
ple to deal with the 
as Justice Brandeis 
called it, only by democtatizing industry 
Т would like, for example, to see rules 
providing for the popular election of 
directors and managers in cach industry- 
The important thing is to ensure the 
limitation and equitable division of 
power. At present economic power is too 
much concentrated in the hands of a 
few big men who control the lives of 
others to an undesirable degree. The 
Russians — in fact, socialists of all coun 
tries— make the cardinal error of bc 
lieving that if you have a democratic 
state running industry, then it automati 
cally follows that the industries them- 
selves will be democratic. But to put 
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MIAMI, PHOENIX CLUBS SPARK WINTER FUN 


Arizona Entry 
Sixth in National Chain 


FROM OUR MIAMI AND 
PHOENIX CLUBS— Following 
the sun to Florida and Arizona 
this season definitely includes 
visits to East and West winter 
fun headquarters — the Miami 
and Phoenix Playboy Clubs. 
The excitement of opening 
night (December 19) is still in 


Sunny Bunny Iris is radiant 
aboard the Miami Club's speedboat. 


the air at the Phoenix Club, 
located atop the Mayer Central 
Building at 3033 N. Central 
Ave. Arizona and vacationing 
keyholders alike find the re- 
freshing Southwestern nights 
that much cooler amidst their 
sophisticated penthouse coterie. 

The Miami Club, situated by 
the brilliant blue waters of Bis- 
cayne Bay at 7701 Biscayne 


Blvd., has moved to the top of 
the festive Florida fun scene in 
ite year and a half of operation. 
This season's exciting revelry 
has already surpassed last year's 
smash premiere. 

And now, with Playboy Club 
talent lineups changing fort- 
nightly, all the sparkling Club 
entertainers from around the 
country will be on parade in the 
famous showrooms. For early 
risers, the Playboy Clubs in 
Miami and Phoenix open for 


YOUR ONE 
PLAYBOY CLUB KEY 
ADMITS YOU TO 
ALL PLAYBOY CLUBS 


luncheon Monday through Fri- 
day at 11:30 A.M. 

No trip to these sun-splashed 
cities is complete without relax- 
ing visits to the Playboy Club. 


PLAYBOY CLUB LOCATIONS 


CLUBS OPEN—New York at 5 
E. 59th St; 


Chicago at 116 E. 
St. Louis at 3914 
New Orleans at 
rville: Phoenix at 


Biscayne Blvd. 


LOCATIONS SET—Los Angeles 
at 8580 Sunset Blvd.; San 


Francisco at 736 Montgomery 
St.; Detroit at 1014 E. Jefferson 
Ave.; Baltimore at 28 Light St 


NEXT IN LINE— Washington, 
Pittsburgh, Dallas, Boston. 


NEW YORK—A Techi 
hattan is being exhi 
Penthouse. Tech 

motion. This is t 


а panorama of Мап- 
in the Playboy Club's 
ive the illusion of 


first application of this scientific principle to the 


fine arts. The effect is similar to that seen on TV weather shows. 


[CHICAGO CLUB BEGINS FOURTH YEAR 


CHICAGO—Just three years ago the Chicago Playboy Club started 
the skyrocket rise that today finds Playboy Clubs in six cities from 
Coast to Coast. Located at 116 E. Walton St, the Chicago Club 
originally had three floors: the Playmate Bar, Living Room and 
intimate Library. Today, it has expanded to five floors, including 
two new showrooms, the Pent- 
house and Playroom. These 
rooms feature, respectively, 
PLAYBOY's Filet Mignon and 
PLAYEOY's Prime Roast Beef for 
the same price as a drink. 

Here is where it all started— 
the relaxed atmosphere, the fine 
entertainment, the PLAYBOY- 
sized drinks and the beautiful 
Bunnies catering to the most dis- 
cerning clientele in the worló— 
Playboy Club keyholders. 

Says Chicago Convention 
Bureau Executive Director 
Gerald Sanderson: “Perhaps the 
best testimonial we can give to 
the Playboy Club is that during 
heavy convention periods people 
are willing to wait outside, if 
need be, to get in.” 


Chicago Club's third anniversary 
cake is cut by Bunny Susie. 


“Meet the Playmate” 


Another matchless event is 
scheduled for Playboy Clubs 
throughout the country. Key- 
holders in Chicago and New 
Orleans have already expe 
enced this new, rousing activity 
—"Meet the Playmate." The 
first saw PLAvBOv's December 
Playmate June Cochran pouring 
champagne end autographing 
her triple-spread photograph in 
PLAYBOY. This special feature is 
scheduled for all Playboy Clubs. 

Fill in the coupon below so 
that you too can enjoy this key- 
holder privilege in addition to 
many others. 


December Playmate June Cochran 
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[Г] Check here it you wish only information about Joining the Playboy Club, 


qp тоз Playboy Clubs International 1 
c/o PLAYBOY magazine, 232 E. Omio Street, Chicago 1 

КЕ 1 

[Here is ту application for Key Privileges tothe Playboy Club. Enclosed is my B 
cheek tor 3. Playboy Club keys are 390 witrin а 75-те radius 

Rp Since snd nthe state of Fonda, Keys are $25 outside nese areas) lunder. B 
Stand that if my pplication i accepted, my key mil айти me to Playboy Clubs. 

[few imeperation and others soon o о into operation in major cles througout f 
the US. and abroad. 
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«c of capitalist offi- 
they are still men, 
Iding the same power. Unless 
state officials are made responsible to all 
us underlings, nothing will ever be 
за ыыы Series. | achieved by nationalization. 

Model 108:3. PLAYBOY. So far we have been talking 


Foro "Ch à ‘ с 
Seon der | mainly of the issues which have preoc 


Block Мели \ cupied you during the last half-dozen 
years. But your life's work has encom- 
passed a multitude of causes. Which of 
them has mattered most to you? 
Russet: Though they have mattered dif 
ferently ferent times, the quest 
of int nly tr; 
scends any I have ever been concerned 
with or any issue that previous) 
me. But I have derived great sa 
from many of my interests — matters of 
the mind more than anything clse. Math- 
ical logic has been the source of 
aps my deepest intellectual gratifi 
It has given me very great plea- 
sure to feel, in an important field of 
human knowledge, that I may have made 
some lasting contribution to n's un- 
derstanding of things which were once 
for men beyond his grasp, but which can now be 
who demand = comprehended and manipulated. 1 am 
also pleased with the aftermath of my 


[ШЕ ОС Coxafori | Campaign for women’s sufrage and my 
8 Gaile cflorts to secure a more enlightened 

Ultimate Stylo E 

gone almost as well as 1 would have 


liked them to go. When I was young, 
one talked to a woman in a different 


language than when talking to а man. Nothing 
There was a cultivated unreality in 


| and women but 
1. trim 


intercourse betwe me 
which I thought was very bad inde 
CEE Today things are utterly different. Young comfort 
Sik Lebel Serie | people don't realize how much change 

Made 100.3, Sich ond, there has been. But we still need much that 
Brawn or Block Harre Calf. h more freedom and frankness in sexual tapers 
instruction. Another matter to which I 1 


ө Е jou 
Expect something have always attached great importance Y 
асар in education is that schools ought not right 
uc your Rest pa à to tcach nationalism, Every school, with / down 
of POR TO-PEDS. hardly any exception, has as опе of из 5j 
Feel the : Z : objects the deception of children. They 4 
comfort—the magic JM i teach them patriotism, to salute the flag. | your 
of special con- i But the flag is a murder symbol, and shoe 
struction. Eye Р З the state is а pirate ship, а gang of t 
the styling murderers come together. When they ‘ops. 
cH 5 salute the flag, they salute the symbol 
itting complement каер 

of bloody murder. АП this is perfect 
to your good E spe ERU M P МИ All of Fall's smartest patterns and colors. 
appearance. See Ц deccm I 7 RY- ИЖ | То about $25.00 at better stores. 
your PORTO-PED 1 pıaYBOY: On the occasion of your Азк at your favorite store, or write Play- 


Dealer. Or write birthday, Lord Russell, you said, "In | boy Reader Service, ог YMM Sansabelt 
us for his name old age, one becomes aware of what l Slacks, Michigan City, Indiana. 


and descriptive ' and of what has not been achieved.” Did à ee 
folder. From $16.95 you mean this observation to apply to SANSABELTe 
to 524.95. Silk Label : the fruits of your own efforts in. behalf SLACKS BY 
ron RE, MO of the various causes you've espoused 
RUSSELL: Let me reply this way. Contrary е 
HERES THE to the customary pattern, I have gradu- 
SECRET! 
n Pato ron уш walk] | “ШУ become more and more of а rebel , 
asado | | as I have grown older. Since boyhood, l 
apad apee | | my life has been devoted to two diller- young man's mood 


ent objectives which for a | 
remained separate. I's only 


timc A PRODUCT OF JAYMAR-RUDY INCORPORATED 


PORTAGE SHOE MFG. CO., Milwaukee 1, Wis. compara- | ИНИНИ 


A Division of Weyenberg Shoe Mfg. Co. 


tively recent years that they have come 
together. One has been to discover 
whether anything could actually be 
known; this was а matter of philosophi 
cal inquiry. The other has been to do 

never I could to help create a hap- 
pier world. I cannot. claim. that what I 
have written, said and done about social - 


y great ; ] 
a e an im 

mense effect if you dogmatically preach 
a precise gospel such as communism. 
But 1 do not believe that mankind needs 
anything dogmatic. 1 think it essential 
to teach à c ancy about dc 
Whatever you believe, you must have 
the pos 


i hec 


reservations. You must envi: 
ty that you n 
to see individuals retain the kind of 
personal flexibility and initiative that 
they ought to have. This means that they 
not and must not be forced into a 
id mold. In my lifetime, freedom — 
which once seemed to be g 
—has come to be regarded a: 
When 1 was young, 1 thought the battle 
for tolerance had been won, But more 
recently we have reverted back to. the 
intolerance of the great religious wars. 
And when I was young, I set out with 
the belief that love — free. and cours 
scous love — could conquer the world. 
1 perhaps thought that the road to a 
free and happy world would be shorter 
than it hus turned out to be. 
PLAYBOY: Do you feel now that this dream 
of a free and happy world was perhaps 
lile more than the kind оГ utopi 
vision which has always inspired m 
youth—and so often. disenchanted 
him in maturity? 
RUSSELL. It is something morc. There is 
not anything to stop it [rom coming to 
pass except our own silliness — a silliness 
forced upon us by an education which 
“aches us that our country is vastly bet 
ter than any other, and that in all re- 
spects it is always in the right. It would 
not be dificult to build a peaceful 
world if people really wanted. it. I is 
Ту worthwhile to live and act and. 9 
ке блеесев Proudest Export 

haven't changed my earlier views in that еее 
respect. 1 still believe exactly what 1 


said when 1 was БО, when people were 1888 
asking me much the same question. 1 
have lived in the pursuit of a vision, both 75 
personal and social: personal, to care lor а 
what is noble, for what is beautiful, for 

: 1963 
what is gentle, to allow moments of 


ince social о envision in muninn | KNOWN THE WORLD OVER—AS A BRANDY, 
LIQUEUR, ON THE ROCKS, COCKTAIL. 


si ay be wre 


ight to 


am attainable society in which the 
vidual can grow freely, in which hate 
and greed and envy will die because 
there is nothing to nourish them. These 
things I still believe, So you can see ıl 
the world, for all its horrors, has left me 
unshake 
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Pall Mall's natural mildness 


is so good to your taste! 


e For flavor and enjoyment you 
just can't beat Pall Mall's natural 
mildness. It's so good to your taste. 
Never too strong. Never too weak. 
Always just right! Enjoy satisfying 
flavor... so friendly to your taste. 


Outstanding...and they are Mild! 


FAMOUS CIGARETTES 


"WHEREVER PARTICULAR 
PEOPLE CONGREGATE" 


You can light either end! 


COMPARE ALL THREE! 


шы ы | 
= vti 
Filter-Tip 1 
Beit с | 
PALL MALL! 


Smoke"traveled" through fine tobacco 
tastes best. Pall Mall's famous length 
travels the smoke naturally, .. over, un. 
der, around and through’ the finest 
lobaccos money can buy. Makes it mild 

but does not filter out that satisfy- 
ing flavor! 


елт. co Product of Tho Mmarizan KU aeo orange — Polacco is our middle name” 


THE PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY 


the fourth part of a statement in which playboy's editor-publisher spells out—for friends 
and critics alike—our guiding principles and editorial credo 


WE HAVE TRIED to show in previous issues 
how an improper emphasis on security 
and conformity stifled this country for 
a generation and we have pointed to 
signs that suggest, to us, that 
and the individual may soon again be re- 
ceiving their proper duc. But there has 
been another stifling influence in Amer- 
ica — far more insidious — that has per- 
aded our culture since the nation's 
beginnings, yet most of us are only 
vaguely aware of its continuing effect on 
cvery facct of our laws and our lives, 

Puritanism — as stultifying to the mind 
of man as communism, or any other 
totalitarian concept — has been а part 
of the American cultui ince the coui 
try’s earliest settlers landed on Plymouth 
Rock, or thereabouts. For it matters 
little if a book is burned because it 
contains an unpopular political idea 
or an unpopular moral or religious onc 
— the book has been burned just the 
same — and society is a little poorer for 
having lost perhaps just one small voice, 
one difference of opinion, one divergent 
thought or idea. 

We must never forget that this democ- 
racy draws its matchless strength. from 
the continuous free exchange of diflering 
ideas and by keeping open the channels 
of communication for ev the most 

проршаг points of view. Our founding 
fathers made the protection of every 
minority and every minority opinion of 
paramount importance in both our Con- 
stitution and the Bill of Rights. They 
ecognized that down through history 
reat men and great ideas have been 
unpopular in their own time. Man learns 
slowly and cultural changes that mi 
othe take years require general 
while those that might take genera- 
tions sometimes take centuries. Socrates, 
teacher of Plato, and recognized today 
as one of the great philosophers of his- 
tory, was accused in his own time of 
being without fixed principles and sen- 
тепсей to die by drinking poison hem- 
lock; Van Gogh, the brilliant and prolific 
impressionist, sold only four paintings 
during his lifetime, was driven mad by 
despair and killed himself; Galileo was 
twice tried by the Inquisition for daring 
to suggest that the earth revolves around 
the sun; Christ was nailed to a cross for 


initiative 


ns 


editorial By Hugh M. Hefner 


should love his fcl- 


low man. 
Progress necessarily requ 


es the ex- 
change of outdated ideas for new and 
better ones. By keeping open all lines 
of communication in our culture, every 
new idea — no matter how seemingly per- 
verse, improper or peculiar, 
opportunity to be considered, to be 
challenged, and ultimately to be accepted 
or rejected by society as a whole or by 
some small part of it. This is the impor- 
nt advantage that a free society has 
over a totalitarian one, for in the free 
exchange of ideas, the best will ulti- 
mately win out. A dictatorship, with its 
pre-established dogma, is chained to the 
past; a free society may draw from past, 


present and the future. 

If much of the foregoing — and of wh 
follows — seems obvious, суеп clemen- 
tary, it is necessary, we think, to clearly 


form 
ich our 
the 
4 precepts be- 
come d chés to which mere lip service 
while thcir rcal intent and sig- 
e lost. 

In ica we have built an entire 
nation — a social order, economy and gov- 
ernment оп this concept of freedom. 
And whatever shortcomings it may seem 
to have are, we believe, less inherent in 
the ideal of a free society than they are 
the result of our failing to keep faith with 
that ideal. This is not to suggest that a 
nation as large and as complex as this 
one is capable of remaining free [or all 
without some supervision and control. 
The economic system of [ree enterpri: 
for example, would not continue to fune- 
tion successfully without certain neces 
sary checks and balances. But n- 
portant for us to never lose sight of the 
primary aim and purpose of our gov 
ment, which should be to achieve and 
perpetuate the amount of 
freedom and opportunity possible for all 
of its citizens. 

True freedom also includes freedom 
from ignorance, sickness, poverty and 
Icar, without which the other freedoms 
would be meaningless. Our government 


spell out those accepted beliefs 1 


n- 


maximum 


is sometimes likened to a parent, but it 
must be careful not to become а too 
overly protective parent, whosc guidance 
and control smother ini ive and sclf- 
respect. 

The individual remains the all impor- 
tant clement in our society — the touch- 
stone against which all else must be 
judged. The individual's very individual- 
ity —his right to look, think and act 
as differently from his fellows as he 
chooses (without, of course, interfering 
with the similar rights of others) — sup- 
plies the divergent, interacting compo- 
nents that produce progress. 

No group is necessarily more impor- 
tant than each individual member of 
the group. Group thought is not neces 
sarily superior to individual thought 
and neither is group taste. It is our 
feeling, moreover, that actions taken to 
allegedly benefit one group or another — 
the taxpayer, the working man, the 
consumer, society, the nation — too often 
benefit almost no one. So-called “group 
good" is sometim асту that shields 
an activity that could not be justified on 
any individual basis. 

All totalitarian concepts place a par- 
ticular group—a race, a 
class, а country — ahead. of the 
ual. Thus the political extremes of ri; 
and left — socialism and communism on 
the one hand and fascism and Nazism 
on the other—have more in common, 
each with the other, than they do with 
democracy, whose system of checks and 
balances places it at the political center. 
instein's theory of curved space would 
m to apply to the political universe 
as well as the physical one: the opposite 
extremes of political dogma eventually 
meet. 

It is not enough to recognize that a 


ion is no more important than the 
sum of all of its people: a country is 
o more important tl ach of its 


citizens, taken singly, and apart from all 
the rest. For only through concern and 
respect for cach member of society can 
the whole of society hope to achieve its 
ultimate potential. 


AMERICAN PURITANISM 
Our founding fathers established pro- 


tections for Ame 5 individual citizens 
in both the Constitution of the United 
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would always be te 
Tor the rights and р 
most insignificant of our minoriti 
n jurisprudence is especially 
the protection of the 
"dividual, differing from much of 
urope’s law in that a man must always 
be considered. innocent until proven 
iil: and further, that we would rather 
low four guilty men to go [ree than 
unjustly convict one who is innocent. 
With such an acute awareness of the 
importance of protecting, the rights and 
freedom of every individual in our so 
ciety, it is interesting to see how and 
why many of these rights have been los 
Please do not consider us impious И we 
pest that it is American religion that 
ely to blam 
Since many of the c 


concerned. with 


rly settlers left 
ally 
because of religious persecution, it seems 
especially strange that they should adopt 
the very practices from which they had 
so recently fled. Nevertheless. that is pre 
cisely what they did. 

Organized religion, as separated from 
any personal faith, has had a consider- 
able civilizing influence upon mankind 
through all of history; it has fostered 
hope, charity and education. But bloody 
wars have also been fought because of i 
and millions kept in abject poverty, tor 
tured and executed in the vilest ways. 

Presumably, man’s religion should 
a better person — more toler- 
ant, sympathetic and understanding to- 
wards his fellows. Too often organized 
ligion has had the opposite effect, 
placing its empha orthodoxy i 
stead of understanding and emphasizing 
ritual апа dogma rather than the spi 
wal founding principles of faith 
And make no mistake — the. ty of 
man over his fellow man is just as great 
an evil when it is wiclded in the name of 
od as in Ше name of Ше state. 

The early Puritans who settled in 
America did not see their religion as 
simply one aspect of lile, but as the 
whole of As Puritan leader Jonathan 
Edwards wrote the Chi 
Чан “practice of re t may be 
id, not only to be his business at ce 
tain seasons, the business of Sabbath- 
days, or certain extraordinary times, or 
the business of a month, or a yea 
seven years, or his business under cert 
circumstances; but Ше business of his 
life." This attitude is shared by a grea 
пу religious people, of various faiths, 
today, And as far as it goes, it can hardly 
be criticized. But it must be recognized 
that in defining the “practice of religion 
as a fulltime, 4-houra-day propositioi 
les, directs and controls 
ity of human Ше and thou 
Religion may thus be used to justify the 


urope for the New World spe 


nd love. 


m 


in describi 


ша 


regulation of all of m: ad, 
ideed, it has been. 

The carly Puritan in America is de- 
scribed by the Encyclopaedia Britannica 
as “a spiritual athlete, characterized by 
an intense zeal to reform, a zeal to order 
everything — personal life, family life, 
worship. church, business affairs, politi 
cal affairs, even recreation — in the light 
of God's demands upon him.” This 
ligion required. conformity and th 
went badly for those early Americ: 
who proved unwilling to conform. 

If authenticated cases of itch burn- 
relatively unknown in carly 
(compared to the thousands of 
itions in Europe by fire, 
" wring, boiling in oil. 
disembowelment and a great variety of 
Other tortures too numerous to € 
log here, throughout the 16th, 17th 
and [8th Centuries), our Puritan forc- 
hers had other subuer ways of keeping 
the citizens in line — public flozzinzs. the 
stocks, the scarlet letter, the ducking 
stool and an осе 
for relatively minor infr 
religious dicta of the time. 

The Britannica further describes the 
daily routine of the Puritan as having 
involved "the keeping of a spiritual diary 
| which the events of the day were 
closely scrutinized and an accounting 
de of moral successes and failures as 
note being taken of the signal 
evidences of divine grace or displeasure 
that had been disclosed during the course 
of the day.” And if all this strikes the 
reader as being more like Orwell's 7984 
than the beginnings ol democracy in 
America, we can only add a solemn 
amen. 


FREEDOM OF AND FROM RELIGION 


When the leaders of the American 
Revolution sat down to draft the U.S. 
Constitution and the Bill of Rights, they 
were keenly aware of the excesses that 
may be perpetuated in the name of the 
Almighty and the need for checks and 
balances if further abuses of power by 
either church or state were to be averted. 
! Сопоп said Let all the world 


s acti 


ity— 


m 


well a 


mortal 


1 to give man no greater 
than they are content they shall 


I... . It is neces- 
sary that all power that is on earth be 
limited, church power or other. .. . It is 
counted a matter of danger to the state 
to limit рес s, but it is a further 
danger not to have them limited. 


use, for use it they 


Historians generally credit the reaction 
to this purityrannical society as a major 
factor in the carly American denunc 


tion of arbitr 4 for 
liberty 
racy. The founding fathers included 
necessary safeguards in both the Consti- 
tution and the Bill of Rights specifically 


establishing religious freedom and the 


y power, the dem 


nd development of our democ- 


separation of church and si 
end, they had а much earl 
"Render therelore unto Caesar the things 
which be Caesars, and unto God thc 
things which be God's" (Luke, 2 
But for all their precautions, we do not 
enjoy true rel 
today. In a 
double-think, we've 
our freedom of re 
from religion. 
There is a clear and quite signific: 
distinction between these two aspects of 
jous freedom in а democ 
Most of us are able to wors 
in а manner that suits us and there is 
never a question or concern about Gov- 
ernmental pressure or intervention: only 
zn occasional offbeat cult is apt to draw 
down civil censure for its meetings (we 
haven't heard of any Black. Masses being 
broken up by the gendarmes lately, but 
there was a back-hills community holding 
services not long ago involving raul 
snakes that officials put a stop to a 
one of the faithful was bitten and dice 
Some of the pi 
tans, who seem morc 
g into the pocki 


freedom in America 
able example of 
accessfully sustained 
ion, but not freedom 


giou 
тетай 


terested in reach 
s of the poor than i 

» their shorn floc 
by holding their rc- 


i meetings on local radio and tele 
vision, where the audiences can be 
counted in the hundreds of thousands 


(the offerings are taken by mail. Al 
though these " are patently not 
as perilous as live serpents, they may 
provide some of us with cause to wonder 
whether there is actually too much frec- 
dom allowed in certain areas, in the 
name of religion. 

By and large, the U.S. Government 
goes out of its way to respect and protect 
the personal beliefs of its many religious 

s (and in Ameri 


rvices 


minorii 
de 
suicide is legally equated with murder in 
our society, a Christian Scientist is not 
forced to accept medicine or unde 
m when a physici 
know that without them he is go 
die; nor does the Government force an 
authentic conscientious objector to bear 

wartime, Religious frec- 
dom is recognized as onc of the most 


ече 


anms, cven in 


basic rights in our democracy, but we 
protect only one half of it. 
The other half — freedom from ve- 


ligion — became an issue of consider: 
controversy recently in connection wi 
a Supreme Court ruling against the read 
ing of a state-prepared prayer at the 
beginning of daily classes in New York's 
public schools. The decision was widely 
misunderstood and called irrelig 
many quarters, including the floor of 
Congress, but it was actually just d 
opposite, being a reconfir 
high Court of our Constitutio 
antees regarding the separation of church 


ous in 
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and state powers, which are as much to 
safeguard. religion from encroachment 
by government, as to pr 
from undue religious pressures. 

It should be understood that when we 
refer to freedom from religion, we are 
not simply contemplating the problems 
that a publicly professed atheist or ag- 
nostic may encounter in bei cepted 
in certain areas of our society tod. 
whether or not his 
more accurately, disbeliefs) would work 
st him in any attempt to hold 
public office, become a schoolteacher or 
receive а promotion in most major busi 
ness firms; and а good deal mote is in- 


volved than religious phrases on our 
Federal currency and prayers in our leg- 
islative forums. Our concern is the extent 
to which religious beliefs and prejudices 
have infiltrated and influenced our laws 
— the men who enact them, execute them 
and judge by them. 


CAESAR AND GOD 


Just how important is true 
freedom and a total separation of a 
people's church and state? Certainly this 
country was founded by men with a fun 
damental faith in God. References to 
Him are to be found throughout the 
Declaration of Independence, the U.S. 
Constitution and the Bill of Rights. Why 
were thes: men so concerned, 
then, with keeping separate the thi 
that Caesars and the things that 
are 

Our founding fathers bad the whole of 
European history, as well as carly Ameri- 
can Puritanism, to prove that only by 
keeping religion and. government sepa- 
rate is it possible to keep cach free. The 
extent to which this is true may be illus- 
trated by considering the differences in 
our funda tal те 
democratic convictions. 

At the heart of the matte 
belief in itself as ап absolute: there 
thousands of different organized 
throu: 
vinced that its own basic beliefs 
divinely inspired and truc. So resolutely 
are these beliefs. sometimes held that 
many of history’s bloodiest conflicts have 
been waged over them. But a free democ- 
асу draws its strength from the exchange 
y divergent ideas and the recog- 
nition that the best of all concepts may 


devout 


are 


od" 


more 


ne 


ns 
hout the world and cach is con 


Religion 
racy upon 
religious heritage stresses sell 
servience to a greater Power 
paying of homage to Him in lo 
hed, well-defined, well-organized ways: 
democracy t importance of 
sell. a belief in ones If and. one's own 
ities, Religion teaches that man 
should live for others: our democracy's 
free-enterprise system is based on Ше 


sou. 


Ame s 
sess, зае 
and the 


aches the 


belief that the greatest good comes from 
men competing with one another, Re- 
ion ollers a special blessing to the 
meck and the promise that they will 
herit the earth; democracy requires 
that men speak out and be В 
Most religion in America teaches that 
man is born with the stain of Origi 
Sin upon him: a free democr 
on the belief that man is born innocent 
and remains so until changed by society. 
ost organized religion in the U.S. 
rooted in a tradition that link 
body with evil, physical pleasures with 
n and pits man's mind and soul ag; 
the devil of the flesh; the principles u 
derlying our democracy recognize no 
such conflict of body, mind and soul. 
Religion tends to de-emphasize mate: 
th discourage a concern over 
acquisition of wealth, bless the poor and 
promise that they shall dwell with God 
in the Kingdom of Heaven; our frce- 
enterprise system is founded on the idea 
that suiving to materially better oneself 
worth while and benefits not only the 
dividual, but the world around him, 
Most religions are based upon the im- 
portance of the next world: democracy is 
based upon the importance of this onc. 
ve stated the con- 
Remember that we are re- 
to the underlying Puritan 
religious heritage that runs ай through 
ican history (most modern-day U 
whatever denomination 
some of these viewpoints 
Puritanism). Recognizing that we 
are necessarily oversimplifying matters 
good deal, if you take exception to any 
of the above, it matters little, so long as 
we have made our overall point — that 
American religion and democratic gov- 
ernment are built upon different prem- 
iscs, with a great many divergent, if not 
actually conflicting, nd 
That's as it should be, of course, and no 
one is obliged to pick one over the othe 
—only to recognize the necessity Гог 
ери them separate. 
With a need for the separation of 
church and state so fundamental to a 
free democratic society, with a spelling 
ош of that need by our founding Lathers 
in both the Coustítution and the Bill 
of Rights, with the urging of the Holy 
Bible to render unto т the things 
that are Cae: and unto God th 
things that God's. how it that 
Americans have still allowed 
enter their government — thei 
executive oflices, their les 
courtrooms? 
Quite simply, because the tr: 
our people opposed any such separation 
and traditi wot ди they 
cannot be killed by mere logic, whethe 
voiced in the st uen 
constitution. Throughout European h 
tory there has been an intimate councc- 


су stands 


the 


We trust that we h 
таз fairly 


with 


ideals. 


aesa 


s do 


into a 


eet or wi 


tion. betwee ion and government. 
The Puritan faction that broke away 
from the Church of England introduced 
a number of reforms, but a separation 
of religion and law was not among them. 
Though early Americans cricd out for 
freedom and hailed the new di су, 
Puritanism was not dead. And because 
certain men continued to act 
church and state were not 
from that time forward, io be wholly 
separate and distinct, they never truly 
have beer 


NEVER ON SUNDAY 


How serious have been the results? 
Your point of view may depend upon 
how successful your own particular те 
ligion has been in affecting the laws of 
our land — unless you share, with us. a 
concem Гог a truly free society 
in which no legislation, no court dei 
sion, no gov 
upon religiou 
prejudice. 
АШ of America's so-called Blue Laws 
been religiously 


have 
te in the Un has its 
citizens controlled by some form of Sun- 
day legislation. Recently a Pennsylvania 
justice of the peace convicted 225 peo 
ple for engaging in “worldly work on 
Sunday"; included among his victims: 
stage actors and highway toll collectors. 
In New York City you can buy news- 
papers seven days a week (unless some 
religious union leader stops the presses), 
but you can purchase few of the items 
advertised thercin on Sunday. Last year 
a Bronx motorist was arrested for chang- 
g his spark plugs on the wrong day. The 
Supreme Court of Arkansas ruled puz 
: "It does not follow that because 
ist sells soap on Sunday, a grocer 
anal right to do it, too." 
ion was quite general 
s Puritan Virginia hav- 
пи enacted such а law as carly as 1629. 
In Connecticut at about the same time, 
colonists drew up s that 
made the Scriptures the supreme guide 
in civil as well as religious аай: only 
pproved church members were allowed 
in politics and in 1614 the general court 
decided that the "judicial Laws of God as 
they were declared by Moses" should 
rule for all courts “till they 
ached out into particulars here 
after.” The theocratic character of the 
pvernment thus established is clearly 
revealed in the series of strict enactments 
and decisions which constituted the 45 
"Blue Laws" listed by Reverend Samucl 
Peters in his General History oj. Con- 
necticut, more than four fifths of which 
existed in son oughout the 


form 


New England colonies. They included 
the prohibition of trial by jury; married 
required to live together 

isoned; a wile was considered 
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good testimony against her husband: the 
penalty for adultery was death, and the 
ing against the jurisdic- 
tion; it was a Law for а woman 
to ss her child on the Sabbath or 
Гази по person was permitted to 
“travel, cook victuals, make beds, sweep 
or shave on the Sabbath 
day"; and there were heavy fines for 
g or entertaining Quaker or 
other blasphemous heretics. 

Bluc Laws of one sort or another are 
still enforced in most states. The Ver- 


me Гог conspi 


unday 
the il action for any 
hurt that he may accidentally inflict 
upon a companion, even though he 
would not otherwise be legally held re- 
sponsible. In some states, notably in New 
gland, persons have been denied the 
right to damages for injuries sustained 
while traveling or working in violation 
of Sunday laws, on the theory that the 
offense was a contributing cause to the 
injury; in some states contracts made or 
to be performed on Sunday are expressly 
declared unenforceable, though they are 
otherwise valid. In Georgia it is against 
the law to swim on the Sabbath “within 
ht of a road which leads to a church"; 
in one Towa town, i ist the law 
to go swimming at any time, 
any day, anywhere. 
The validity of such laws has often 
been questioned, on the rather reason- 
able ground that they infringe Coi 
tional guarantees of religious freedom, 
but gencrally without success (lor our 
courts have shown the influence of re- 
ligious dogma fully as much as our 
tors). In. 1858 the California 5 
preme Court held a Sunday observance 
law unconstitutional on the ground that 
it sought “to enforce, as a religious 
ition, the observance of a day held 
sacred by the followers of one faith,” but 
three years later it reversed its position 
Humm: ches of Пу a Blue 
World on Sunday, we con 
firmed in a heavy volume of our tru 
Encydopaedia Britannica (which we 
keep close at hand for just such emergen- 
cies) that since that time, the cou 
have upheld such laws with what the 
Britannica terms, "substantial unanimity 
first on frankly religious grounds 
but later on the ground that to presc 
periodic days of rest from customary 


ad Never 


be 


labour is a legitimate exercise of the 
legislative power to provide for the 
physical and moral welfare of the com- 
munity.” As neat a bit of double-talk as 
ever we've seen (for which we'll bi 
the courts and not our encyclopedia). 
id pardon us if we're a mite skeptical 
second. set of reasons that is 
auly produced to justify an old 
opinion, when the first set of reasons 


me 


M these Sunday laws 
blished for rc 


begins to wear thi 
originally 
sons and init 


us 


n ly upheld by the 


courts for "frankly religious" reasons, 
nother set of 


let's not try to pawn off 
reasons on us today. И we're not villi 
to permit full religious freedom to all of 
our с ns — freedom of and from re- 
ligion — let's at least have the gumption 
to admit it to one another. 

In 1961 the U.S. Supreme Court lis- 
tened to attorneys from Massachusetts, 
nd Pennsylvania who argued 
that Blue Laws violate the Ist and Mth 
Amendments to the Constitution. A 
split decision went against them, thus 
i ing the likelihood of more, rather 

Blue legislation across the 
а the future. 
stay abed most Sun- 
y. ivs difficult to get too per- 
Пу upset over laws conce who 

ot work on the seventh 
if God Гей obliged to rest up alter 
six days of toil, a mere mortal would 
probably be wise to do the same. But on 
the other hand, none of us spends his 
week putting together the heavens and 
the earth, which must have been pretty 
ti work. Perhaps a highway toll 
taker can do whatever he does seven 
days out of seven. But what really bugs 
us is the uneasy feeling that И we are 
able to justify one kind of Blue Law, 
what's to stop someone from slipping in 
a few others on us again when nobody's 
looking? No kiss from Mom on the 
abbath and а bullet in the head for 
adultery! And suppose a "Quaker or 


nd са 


other blasphemous heretics” showed up 
at the Playboy Club some night and we 


got с 


ght entert: 


ing them? 


DARWIN AND PROHIBITION 


Puritan religious doctrine has infected 
our laws to a far greater degree than 
most of us probably г And con- 


sistent with what one might expect, 
gion n reason dic 
tates egislati s adjudication, 


ess often becomes the victim. 


making it "unlawful for any teacher in 
ny of the universities, normals and all 


other public schools of the state, to 
teach any theory that denies the story 
of the s taught 


а the Bible, and to teach instead that 
has descended from a lower order 
of ich resulted in the world 
famous Scopes Trial later that year in 
which high school biology teacher John 
s Scopes was charged with teach- 
Darwin's Theory of Evolution in 
Classes. The case caused а se i 
Christian Fundamentalist 
mings Bryan went to Dayton, 
Tennessee, to assist the local prosecutor, 


4 the American Civil Liberties Union 
took an interest in the persuading 
Clarence S. Darrow, the most famous 


criminal lawyer of his generation, to 
cept the role of chief cou 
defense, assisted by Dudle: 
lone, a liberal Catholic and one of the 
great courtroom orators of the time, 
by Arthur Garfield Hays, the outstanding 
civil liberties attorney. The гш 
the judge prevented any testin; 


of the 
constitutionality of the law and Scopes 


was [ound guilty on a technicality, but. 
Darrow managed to get Bryan on the 

d and subjected him to a devastating 
nii damentalist 
attitude regarding the conflict between 
id the Bible that made Bryan 
the laughing stock of the nation: many 
believe that the experience hastened his 
death, which occurred five days after th 
close of the trial. The defense appealed 
the case to the state supreme court which, 
in 1927, upheld the constitutionality of 
the law. while clearing Scopes on another 
technicality. 

Perhaps the most hurtsome le 
ever effected in America was the Purit 
inspired 18th Amendment that in 1919 
made Prohibition the law of the land. 
The AntiSaloon leagues, the W.C.T.U. 
and other Christian temperance groups 
had been working toward this end for 
several decades and a number of states 
and local communities were voted dry 
years before national prohibition of the 
sale and consumption of alcoholic bev- 
took effect. Prohibition actually 
ı as а Blue Law, when continuous 
itation by the temperance societies re 
sulted in a limited statew 
by Indiana statute, 


ge 


beg; 


sale of liquor on Sunday ill 


cere feelings running high on both side: 
bur by World War Т, wh it came to а 
final vote. а considerable ma 
vored its pa 
t. would not have made 

иа! difference at the polls. 
The “Noble Experiment” undoubtedly 
had its benefits, but when weig] 
the terrible neg: s it produced, the 
deep social and economic consequences 
from which we have still not fully recov- 
ered аз a nation, we have а drama 
lesson in the harm that the y 
motivated. people cin do when they try 
to legislate the private lives and morals. 
of their fellow citizens. In the failure to 
enforce the unenforceable laws of Pro 
hibition, there was a general breaking 
down of law and order: а uci 
illicit liquor. traffic. developed, putting 
huge sums of money in the hands of 
wellorganized criminal gangs: public offi 
cials were corrupted to protect the ille; 
(concluded on page 125) 
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fiction By Herbert Gold 
THE SONG OF THE FOUR-COLORED SELL 


dan had a talent for sweet copy, but he wanted 
more time, more days, more light and air 


The Tiger of Third-Class Mail at Work? 
No. 
The Come-On Letter, How It Grew? 
No. 
I Was a Teenage Circulation Hotshot? The Song of the Four-Colored Sell Which 
Looks Like It Was Typed? The Duplicated Personal Signature? The Junk Mail King? 
I Threw Up into My Typewriter and Found Child Support? 

Maybe I don't need a title for this part of my confessions. I just did this 
job. Come Goneril, come nightlong fret vith some lady, I nevertheless came 
tramping through the office at 54th and Madison first thing in the morning, 
dazed and creative, saluting the aluminum stripping (the building had been 
modernized) and the automatic elevators (the human factor sometimes got drunk) 
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ind humming right back at the air condi- 
tioning as it hummed at me. The office 
was already filled with human factors. 
On an average Monday morning, hung 
over by Goneril, say, but still shaven, 
shriven, shorn and Ivy, I smilingly still 
could not stand the sight of my secretary. 
Her name was Rita Rooney. Her breath 
smelled of raisin-and-nut bread from the 
Chock Full o' Nuts (with cream cheese) 
for the first two hours after lunch. When 
I dictated to her, it always seemed as if 
she were dictating the menu, chopped 
nuts, homogenized Kool Aid, three cig- 
areues and a Dexedrine Spansule (for 
luck and weight control) right back at 
me. l'm doing the talking; why is she 
breathing so much, with eyes dreamily 
crossed? Well, I preferred to compose di- 
rectly onto the typewriter anyway. But 
even over the intercom, when she an- 
nounced that Mr. Anthony desired to se 
me, | conjured up a vision of Ri 
waxed paper with a few crumbs of raisin- 
nuts sprinkled carelessly over it as she 
dreamed away the few hours of lunch in 
a vision of slimness. If fantasy slender- 
ized, we'd be a nation of poets. 

“Hiya,” 1 said, striding in. That al- 
ready is a great accomplishment. You 
try striding in those pipestem pants; you 
try saying Hiya first thing in the morning 
to Rita Rooney. This lady, my secretary, 
whom 1 shared with Tom Davenport 
from the Advertising department (I was 
in Promotion), gave me a brilliant smile 
out of a mouth painted like a perfect 

the lips wriggling along 
'Sa beautiful day, isn't it?" 
I asked Miss Rooney. “Going to be hot 
as hell." 

"Fabb," she wriggled and wriggled, 
“simply fabb." I decided that Г pre- 
ferred the Village beatniks at Jim Atkins’ 
Square or the Israeli-style 
the coffeehouses of the upper 
West Side, with their white or non- 
lipsticked mouths. Rita did that to me. 
She was taking noonsies with Tom Dav- 
enport. He couldn't afford а hotel room, 
paid a Karen Horney analyst for his 
wife, was too shy to borrow an apart- 
ment, sweated out renting a hotel room 
anyway. This meant that she gave me an 
extra "b" for crispness on the word 
“fab,” since she was not sure of my in- 
tentions about her. She was nervous 
about this weight problem (the Dex) and 
guessed that maybe I didn’t even lust 
after her. Cool I remained, and imagined 
a future of Fabb .. . fabbb . . . fabbbb, 
Mr. Shaper. It used to be that this ac 
cent and speech mannerism indicated 
nd certain girls schools, but now, 
п time to read the society pages, 
could pick up the latest word in 
rly afternoon edition over her 
. a mere 12 hours after Cholly 
kerbocker had got it straight. "He's 
clyde," she once confided to me, lips 


writhing with disdain, “you know, 
square. | prefer Leonard Lyons ‘cause 
he has substance, not just gossip, don’t 
you?" 

"Fabbola," I said. 

She glanced at me with one wild 
crossed eye as if she feared catching me 
in the act of one-upping her. She didn't 
mind sexual perversions (experimenta- 
tion, she would call it —it's thinking 
makes it dirty), but one-upping is fatten- 
ing to a girl; it makes unsightly bulges; 
it also gave her the anxiety which the 
idea of three-in-one sex would give my 
mother in Cleveland. From too much 
reading in the social service area of the 
New York Post which surrounds Leonard 
Lyons, Rita had obscurely decided that 
liberal and experimental sex somehow 
helped to stop reaction here and abroad; 
she had not decided exactly, she just 
lived liberally and sincerely, planning to 
go to bed with a Negro someday. This 
year the three-in-one tablet, next year 
the Negro. But the Puerto Ricans would 
have to wait for another Great Stride 
Forward. You can’t hurry human nature. 
‘Tom Davenport had morosely reported, 
with no visible joy on his henpecked 
countenance, that he had been the inner 
layer in a threcinone tablet composed 
of Rita and Frederika, the German 
receptionist. He got sore when I referred 
to him as Spansule for the next week or 
so. Frederika was dumb and pretty, the 
ideal receptionist, though at 35 begin- 
ning to lose her first enthusiasm for the 
job; Rita took lousy shorthand, breathing 
too much, but typed carefully and had 
a cunning little crossed eye. Since I like 
to compose my own copy directly, saying 
"Bllach" to the typewriter when it turns 
my stomach, her shortage of shorthand 
was no pain to me. She copied neatly, 
on the electric typewriter, changing 
colors when I so indicated. "Make the 
YOUR NEIGHBORS WILL TURN GREEN in 
green, Miss Rooney. WELL-READ ABOUT 
THE REDS іп red, please. 

"Fabb," she said. “Capitalized like 
that? Italicized? How about paragraph- 
ing? Every sentence? Special words? What 
happened to your lip? Please caw me 
Rita, Mr. Shaper. Dan.” 

“It's all indicated in the margin.” As 
she well knew. But she needed to rub 
my nose in her efficiency. Bllach, I 
thought into my cream-colored office 
Olivetti, filling the pit which hid the 
keys with my last night's supper. Caw 
me Dan. Bawh. Davenport had been 
looking liverish lately, too. Maybe new 
trouble with his wife. Or maybe the 
three-in-one pill was ceasing to take ef- 
fect. What next? What next? No wonder 
he took offense at the Spansule notion. 
I meant someday to tell him that Rita's 
metabolism was all g-shmasht by the 
Dexedrine she took for weight control. 
"Those stimulants seem to constrict the 


blood vesicles the brain and other 
organs of pleasure, giving all sorts of 
fantastic ideas but making it difficult to 
live up to them. No blood, no joy. But 
lots of weight control and squeezed 
ideas. Bllach. Laughing is the quickest 
ay 1 know to dry off the disgust behind 
my ears, to shake me into good or bad 
behavior. to jiggle me up and out of 
troubles. Of course, it doesn't help the 
Africans or the Asians or the Europeans 
much — if they know how to laugh, they 
just laugh — but it isn't aimed at solving 
their problems. And maybe not Goneril's 
either. Or Castro's. Or Rita's. Or Peter's. 
Question: Or mine? It usually settles my 
stomach, anyway. The way camphor 
helps a cut lip. 

An office boy strolled past with the 
Napoleon-in-Egypt look that goes with 
this absolutely arrogant profession, pro- 
vided the boy is white, Anglo-Saxon and 
Protestant; he flung a black folder on 
my desk. String-tied, "Top Secret. It con- 
tained the latest report on advertising 
and circulation gains and losses for our 
chief competitors, The New Yorker, The 
Reporter, Harper's, The Atlantic and 
some lesser outlets and intakes of dol- 
lars. Oh-oh. Our rate of gain was still 
the steepest in town, but it was slowing 
down in proportion to the others, and 
according to a memo from our consult- 
ant statistician, using the present evi- 
dence, he projected a topping out in 17 
to 20 months. “When you top out, you 
cop out," ‘Tom Davenport had once an- 
nounced to me at coffee-wagon time, and 
Rita had sighed adoringly — wisdom 
from the mouth of a grownup. Г stared 
at the graph. There was a crawly jagged 
line up to a December future, then 
squash — we ceased to be the phenome- 
non of the publishing business. Natu- 
rally, there would be changes projected 
at that point, or sooner, if they took the 
statistician seriously. They might, He 
was paid like a downtown lawyer. 1 
moped at my desk. 1 wished once more 
for a desk in a cubicle, a big old wooden 
desk in a nice friendly claustropho! 
little closet, instead of this alumi 
kidney on legs, without drawers, in a 
work arca, surrounded by office boy, 
stenographers, secretary, mailers, ma- 
chinery for producing agoraphobia. It's 
casy to grumble in an arca, but hard to 
mope. At the grade in the organizatio 
where losses could easily be blamed on 
me, I was like a Greek messenger — off 
with my job security! Put your head in 
the Outgoing basket, please. Last item in 
the folder was a note from my pal Bobb 
Anthony, the boss: “Lunch today? Talk 
Bobb sat at his control point 
in a private ofhce like a humane, slug- 
gish general, sucking gumdrops, with 
nothing to do but occasionally to destroy 
e ations. At a nod he might 
order the deluge of junk mail to be 

(continued on page 138) 


"I'm afraid I'll still have to see 
your drivers license." 
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CARS 


our own selection of those 
with the style, speed, 
engineering and 
distinction to satisfy 

the urbane owner 


BUICK RIVIERA 


modern living By KEN W. PURDY 
BEFORE SCANNING THE CURRENT WORLD OUTPUT of automobiles in scarch of playboy cars, let's get the record straight 
on just what we mean by that phrase. Among those qualities which justify the appellation "playboy car" are all 
those desiderata that might come under the quaint cliché "sex appeal. 


That is, а playboy car has dash and 
style, speed and zing, an atmosphere of luxury and/or sportiness, "alive" responsiveness and an overall air 
bespeaking the fact that it was personally selected to complement its owner’s happiest self-image. But, quite 
possibly, one might more clearly spell out exactly what constitutes a playboy car in terms of negatives — most of 
them, not incidentally, qualities highly touted to the mass market. 


A playboy car is not: exclusively designed for economical operation; an ideal family vehicle; a car stripped of 
all “extras” so as to make it a best buy in terms of safe-and-sane transportation; a car designed with the lady of the 
house in mind, in “decorator” colors, and mushy enough in handling to lull the baby in the rcarseat bassinet to 
sleep; a chrome-dripping status symbol in which more effort and money were invested in garish ostentation than in 
automotive excellence. Just as surely — and here is another distinction — a playboy car is not primarily a brutal- 
riding racing machine, nor is it calculated to stir the heart of the greasy-palm, dirty-fingernail contingent who are 
happier with a hot rod, or under their heap with a wrench. Not to belabor the point (in the event that we have not 
already done so), а playboy car is a gentleman's саг, and yet it is one which will deliver to him those virtues of per- 
formance and appearance a man with a flair for good living will want. On the chart, pages 74-75, you'll find a 
selective sampling of models by various makers which comes closest to meeting the ideal criteria for playboy cars. 

Stone me for a chauvinist, but the one item that raised my blood pressure (text continued on page 70) 
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JAGUAR XK-E COUPE 


STUDEBAKER AVANTI 


ree 
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CORVETTE STING RAY SPORT COUPE 


more than any other at the Farls Court Show in London this year was the 
new Sting Ray Corvette. I was able to contain my excitement at discover- 
ing that the Rolls-Royce now has twin headlights and a lowered radiator — 
a couple of bad mistakes, as time will demonstrate, І think. The new 


Vriumph, the Lotus Elan — interesting, but nothing over which to smash 
one's piggy b But the silver Corvette coupe squatted there on its 


hardwood-floored platform sending out a soft but convincing mes: 
In its ultimate stage — 360-horsepower engine, fuclinjected — this 
160-mph automobile, and by far the best-mannered Corvette to appe: 
It is not a Ferrarieater (and don't argue with me; Zora Arkus-Duntov, 
who made the thing, says it's not), but then, one has to face the fact that 
nothing on the road today will take a Ferrari Berlinetta. Tomorrow, 
maybe. Today, no, nothing. I don't like the fake air-intake grilles on the 
top of the Corvette's engine-box lid, and I don't like the go-nowhere speed- 
line indentations that have been stamped into the sides of the body, but 
that's the extent of my criticism. 

In the way of other Chevrolets, the rear-engined Corvair Monza has a 
basic 80-horsepower engine, but a 150-hp Spyder version is available with 


MERCEDES-BENZ 


CHRYSLER 300J 


300SE CONVERTIBLE 


FACEL Il 


GHIA L 6.4 


JAGUAR MARK X 


an exhaust-powered supercharger, heavy-duty brakes and suspension. Wire wheels, too, if you want them; altogether, 
a most desirable package. 

‘The fantastic amount of power to be had in nearly all U.S. automobiles today is backed up by handling 
qualities that continue to surprise Europeans, so long convinced that the soft, hopelessly unstable 1948 car is all 
the Americans know how to make. Peter Garnier, sports editor of the renowned British journal, Autocar, re- 
cently wrote, after an extensive testing of General Motors products in Detroit, “There no longer exists any justifica- 
tion whatever for the European conception of American cars as large, rolling, pitching ‘land-cruisers' that are 
happy only in a straight line.” Add to this the enginecring superiority that the Detroit product generally enjoys 


over the European, and its longevity advantage over all but the highest-priced imported cars, and we can sce that 
there are good things available in the Main Strect automobile stores these days. 
hree splen 


cxamples are the Ford Thunderbird, founder of the “personal” car concept; the imitative but 
g Buick Riviera; and the notat-all-imitative Studebaker Avanti from the atelier of Raymond Loewy, who 
appears to have set his face sternly against the silly double-headlight vogue. A suitable medal should be struck off 
for him. 

The Avanti is by most people's standards a good-looking car, with some useful features built into it, not the 
least of them a concealed roll bar to hold the roof up in case someone turns the thing over. This can be done. The 


PORSCHE CARRERA 
2-LITER CABRIOLET 
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convenience, would ideally like to have nothing to do with automobile maintenance. 
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ion for the front end. It's quieter than last year 


000-mile lubr: 


and 100, 


the to 


towing arrangements on the convertibles are novel and intriguing still. 


‘The biggest engine currently running any passenger automobile — 7 liters of it — is in the Continental, largely 
unchanged, and still a superlatively engineered and assembled motorcar. The engine puts out about 300 horsepower 


and the car carries a two-year guaranty. 


Chrysler's Imperial has very nearly as big an engine, at 6.7 liters, and 20 more horsepower. While it may not 
quitc be produced to the exacting inspection-and-test standards of the Continental, the Imperial is still a superior 


шец paeds- ‘puejBug ш! ореш si APOE SHE OT БИ 0009801 00559001 * -601 
N303AS 

0091 OL 000080 ВАО 
[n [TA onss@srz 9 -Е12 БН ещинахиод гиотеш 19005 цезазей 
Idi ‘94 ueodoun Дио 00z їп gt оозеФовт. 00959071 9۸-051 Ва LLI ав 2шипо] ejqrreuog еше erue], 
* опр јеоцт-досју їрәәшбз Ain ZOGIERB pasds-y зи» fol 6 0000008 0008006 Е 66 за айпод ejaejd eue] 
uue зовкщо "4100 S101094 [eng шоу 450187 E т 1 00000018 DOS:  BA-EBE sit опа 191 249 

род euuejutuid VI^ sisseuo фен pitpurjs seulquog E 06 ISI 0000009 005989 DEI г [Г] 1305 001164 


здпоз әйдгаш] 190005 пеззед 


[ri SL SS 005000 00001 пм си Feat елш pesg 

E задизззед-у :џодопроза U! айо Ашо ZTA s,er 0062I 051 Li 0005 T8 000/8052 IAGO Lo 581 T+T 19 057 | 
раф Куп ‘xoqseo8 pads: !sqI Ци. E ват su go0vBstz 006®$1 93-850 86 га 190$ 0097 овшон еру 
Apoq рацзи(в Апу ^toqueo8 poacs-s. = = 0025901 7 %6 Japids einig овшом ely 


AWLI 
00729629. 


энил MA UO '8UfBUS рејосз-ле paunan ӘН 


[I MALO) еца-пиешец MA 


PUBL мәй ‘OSO jo обдол 450427 0603 [i 0090101. 00250251 ¥ -021 га 81 10101103 1017-7 210119 902509 
oysuadsns інд 01510] 'Pay3ukS Куп) "тод paads-p 1605 Би Gi 0058068. ooss@zor P -5'96 са ast 421014989 06 dng әц2:209 
‘alivadsns juopuadspb пощи wes E LT 00D vou Bort СЕТ КП эз! ЕЕ 
UoISuadshs ле чацеиф osip изт бат ти 0009502 00:59581 9 “EBI вот. ШЕЛ ДЕН ШШЕ УЛ 
рари ELST 1 91 000% 00150012 9 “E81 БП o81 ЖЕЛТ 
BAND роцжчиоц гаша opio Зоров S66 05 00009155 000908 t -09 БЛ 91 {1A0 850001 ONUN сум. 
ВИЖ EE а р o HC E V SS IT ETERNI, IS FETE DR SEE ARE 
__ шаре ащова popas вой зир ан 091 0099 бий эш ы EL NN aang ван 
рә}изг-амой “Seq 21р “Suen опу on 8 008000998 повибсес SABE СТ 181 
Apoq poznlun "гора uossnow-e-1uo4 poads-p 056+ = ODOT 0098 [Ж Б 7 sts 
EEE] 0995 3s [EN CNN [E E 081 шило) 61-50 Uo 
a ET n X ЕТЕ ae ee N 
тоцнешодрийв Ап) 1991гоВ poads-y [И ш вй 0080 109501 “E1 g 3st vul уйшп 
[3 801 vw coswsor _ 00090001 * -46 E] 2581 SUB әт исушен weaqung 
$62 001 " 0085. 0005896. » -16 oF 2551 auidjy weaqung 
S65 p зи 091000 00%®н БЕП sot sss свит: кон. 
E т а = = [3 t Du ШЕШШ 
мет Er] Er ГО 0005915 * 96 ПД p/p uediow 
uds фм әшЗшә pue род diseq sais E61 06 912 000090505 0055905 8S 08 E wip OW | 
зид epis sjgejsn[pz sMopuIM dr 4219 351p uo СИ E u посеви 00559 v6. ¥ 01 16 zest B9N 
xoquead OW 'eujtua хешо Адиәлод ‘Apo sstjBuoqig. 0696 Du га [2101 0059864. у! 8% ost a sme] 
UMOJS PIBG S,UVEW-UOISY AG греш ‘зиед “Ony TE - = 0008952. 00050652 ГЕ vit 5561 epidey ериоЗет 
Apoq poziun <аче( zsIp Boqa-'uóisuedsns tuopupdapu 8% ost fS 0009009 0055999: БЕ э тп эй ЭЭХ 186ү 
ЕЛЕШЕ ШИ su $8 0008000 00550000 ЕЯ vut 081 gg lender 
E "опе SEG 351p рецжеу S669 шї TOL 00000098 00559592 ГЕЗ oat zo X ey lender 
зони asip [аец -у "Еро ssejBoqy розгориец. 66'E "t s'e 00909 0085000 AST 25 S091 [FEX 


PLAYBOY 


76 


deluxe motorcar. The very fast 300 model 
is designated J this year. Few really fast 
cars аге as comfortable as the 300]. 

The Eldorado convertible by Cadillac 
still has fins, as well as the longest look 
in the world of the automobile, and a 
new, shorter, narrower, lighter engine. 
In some circles this motorcar has prestige 
that is stunning. I think it's six feet or so 
too long. However, driving a Cadillac is 
an Experience, when it’s one with every- 
thing on it: air conditioning; Cruise Con- 
trol, which means you don't have to 
bother keeping your foot on the acceler- 
ator; automatic dimmer for the head- 
lights; adjustable steering wheel; and so 
on and on. From the same house comes 
the Pontiac Grand Prix, which isn't re- 
ally that, of course, but offers formidable 
performance in its category, a 4speed 
stick shift, bucket seats and accompany- 
ing grand luxe features, the whole rig 
turned out in first-cabin fashion. 

The smallest production figures in 
Detroit are certainly those of the Ghia 
L 6.4, successor to the Dual-Ghia, a spe- 
cialty car which is basically a Chrysler 
with coachwork by the Italian house of 
Chia. Two a month are assembled in 
‘Torino. The new model uses the Chrys- 
ler "B" 6.4-liter engine, and basic run 
gear is Imperial. Ghia does only the 
body shell and upholstery; hardware is 
Chrysler. 

There are those, and they are not few, 
who think the Ferrari the best automo- 
bile in the world. I incline to that view. 
"There are quieter, handier, more hixuri- 
ous, more comfortable motorcars in the 
world imarket— but for the maximum 
amount of everything desirable that can 
be, by intelligence, obsessive determina- 
tion and the power of will, combined 
into one vchicle, it seems to me one must 
ing speed, the maxi- 
mum luxury that can be blended with 
it, Nlawless road holding on the mast so- 
phisticated level, mechanical reliability 
that is astonishing, considering the flat 
out performance the car will produce 
hour after hour under any condition of 
travel — and. this without much main- 
tenance bother — these useful and pleas- 
ant characteristics are available in a 
Ferrari to a degree unmatched іп other 
motorcars. The Ferrari is the Bugatti of 
today, beyond any argument. Your local 
Ferrari dealer will speak to you in terms 
of $12,000 or $14,000 or $16,000 and he 
will prove to be selective, to say the 
least, in the matter of a trade-in, but you 
have been warned, thus you are armed. 

‘The most useful Ferrari is possibly the 
250 gran turismo 2-plus-2. Here we have 
a VI2 Siter eng 
but genuine 240 horsepower, sufficient 
to make the machine do 125-150 n 
an hour This is a four-passenger car. 
and the rear seats, if not up to Cadillac 
or Continen or Imperial standards of 
acreage, are better suited to cont: 


nc producing a modest 


s 


the human frame if the pilote decides to 
hurry. The baggage compartment aft is 
not meant to take bushels of apples to 
the cider mill, but it will contain all the 
impedimenta any four reasonable voy- 
agers could wish. 

Pininfarina designed the 2-plus body 
and there isn't enough chrome on it to 
make a glitter in Arizona sunshine; the 
ppears to be a floating cantilever 
springing up from the rear-wheel arch. 
A splendid machine. For four people, 
nothing better. 

Enzo Ferrari also delivers a Berlinetta, 
a lightweight, vitamin-packed, Adrenalin- 
injected coupe for sportscar racing. 
One of these will do you for anything: 
Le Mans, for example, or Sebring. Bring 
a letter from your driving teacher. Your 
local Ferrari dealer won't sell you a 
Berlinetta if he thinks you might be up- 
set by the prospect of a hai corner 
coming up when you are doing 170 in 
a pouring rain, at night. 

"Turned loose in the Ferrari factory 
with carte blanche to keep everything 
they could carry out in half an hour, 
most of the knowing would scuttle about 
looking for armloads of 49 parts. Fer 
rari builds the 4.9 to order, and I sup- 
pose that a year that produced one a 
month would be a big year. The 4.9 is 
in every way an automobile of superla- 
tive performance. A 4962—cubic-centi- 
meter engine is not big by U. S. standards 
— little more than a small Pontiac, for 
example — but it's huge in Europe and 
it's expected to put out in matching fash- 
ion: a 4.9 will reach 60 in 6.5 seconds, 
and, at the end of a standing quarter 
mile, which takes it 14.5 seconds, it will 
be passing 100 mph in 2nd gear, with 
3rd and 4th still to come. Available any 
time is 165 miles an hour, the brakes are 
at first glance wildly oversize and the car 
sticks to the road in the acceptable Ital 
ian major-league fashion. Like most 
ultrafast touring automobiles, the Fer- 
rari 4.9 has been designed to understeer, 
but the surplus of power on hand can be 
used to take it through neutrality to 
oversteer on demand. That's to say, for 
all conceivable noncompetitive over-the- 
road use, driver ability is the limiting 
factor in the 4.9's performance. 

As to price, the elder Morgan's dictum 
“If you have to think about 
that...” 

It is getting so that only graybcards 
who go back to 1946 remember it, but 
gospel once maintained that a car that 
would really put out at the top end of 
the speed range had of necessity to be a 
lumpy boneshaker at the bonom. A 
measure of the distance designers have 
come since then is such curiositi 
of the (cylinder. fuel- 
ti to run at 10 miles а 


hour in 
ar—and top gear is 5th. With 


ble care the motorcar can be 
made to accelerate from that speed in 


that gear all the way co 140. Of course, 
you'll do it quicker shifting like a busy 
bear; even if it's been years since you 
sat down to a 5-spced gearbox you ought 
to get to 100 in 20 seconds. Who cares 
whether you do it in 20 seconds or 18 
or 22? The point of the exercise is that 
the thing will do everything: it will slide 
around town like a 3-year-old hearse, 
and it will run with the best the sheriff's 
men have to offer in any jurisdiction in 
the country. That is what an automobile 
is supposed to do. If it's low, menacing 
and mean looking to boot, good. You 
may like this about it or not, but for 
reasons which escape me, a black Ma- 
serati with black leather will attract more 
auention, in environs frequented by 
cognoscenti, than a red Ferrari. 

If the 3500СТ won't do you, Adolfo 
and Omer Orsi, who make them, will 
run you up a 5000, to order. The 5000 is 
a УВ and unless you are a better man 
than I am, there is about half an inch at 
the bottom of the accelerator-pedal travel 
that you want nothing whatever to do 
with. You can be doing 125 mph and still 
be in 3rd gear. If you start fiddling with 
the radio running in top gear you can 
look up and find a reading of 170. The 
fuelinjected engine puts out 895 (real) 
horsepower. It could be made to give 30 
more, but that would seem pointless. 

‘When a tight little group of payroll 
stick-ups made off with $173,600 in cash 
at London Airport recently, eye-witnesses 
reported that the rubber they laid down 
as they left the scene came olf the rear 
wheels of a pair of identical blue E. 
Jaguars leading one to wonder if that 
ultrafast two-seater will come to be a 
favorite among British free enterprisers, 
as the big front wheel-drive Citroen was 
among the French a few years ago, 
deed to such an extent that the Paris 
headlines usually called them “traction- 
avant bandits.” 

The E-Jaguar is a phenomenon of 
extraordinary significance in morc ways 
than one. The look of the thi aside 
from the unhappy сатћош 
the engine lid, more than merely strik- 
ing, is quite dose to being beautiful, 
and the rear-end treatment is so sexy 
that I'm surprised a man can drive onc 
up Beacon Hill in Boston without being 
arrested for indecent exposure. It’s one 
of the very fastest cars in the world, and, 
considering what it will do, it’s cheap. 
Remember, the two wildest things in the 
world are the 4.9 Ferrari and the 50006 I 
Maserati, $15,000 items (stripped, that 
isl), and while an E-type can’t cope with 
them on a road circuit, it certainly can 
on the highway, where the last couple 
of burners can't be lighted. And you сап 
buy an E for yourself and another one 
for your favorite bartender for the price 
of a 4.9 from Modena. 

The category of fast luxury sedans has 

(continued on page 132) 


HOW WONDERFULLY SECURE and peaccful a genuine marriage scemed to Carter, when he attained it at 
the age of 42. He even enjoyed every moment of the church service, except when he saw Josephine 
wiping away a tear as he conducted Julia down the aisle. It was typical of this new frank relationship 
that Josephine was there at all. He had no secrets from Julia; they had often talked together of his 10 
tormented years with Josephine, of her extravagant jealousy, of her well-timed hysterics. "It was her 
insecurity,” Julia argued with understanding, and she was quite convinced that in a little while it would 
be possible to form a friendship with Josephine. 

“I doubt it, darling.” 

“Why? I can't help being fond of anyone who loved you." 

“It was a rather cruel love.” 

“Perhaps at the end when she knew she was losing you, but, darling, there were happy years.” 

“Yes.” But he wanted to forget that he had ever loved anyone before Julia. 

Her generosity sometimes staggered him. On the seventh day of their honeymoon when they were 
drinking retsina in a little restaurant on the beach by Sunium, he accidentally (continued on page 110) 
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“I hate interrupting your yoga exercises, Miss Higgins, but 
you're wanted on the phone.” 


in the states he knew the bewilderments of boyhood, 
in paris he learned an attitude few americans attain 


A FLEDGLING OF AMOUR 


memoir By ALEXANDER KING 


WELL, A HELL OF A LOT of water has flowed down 
the Danube since 1 was a boy, and 1 often sit and 
speculate about what could possibly have hap- 
pened to all of the people whom 1 had known 
during those long lost ycars in the Vienna of my 
childhood. 

I dare say the sudden transference from that 
life to the New York of my adolescence was per- 
haps the most shattering single event of my whole 
existence. The immigrant’s traumas are like the 
aftereffects of a second birth, only nobody swad- 
dies or feeds you or gives a damn what really 
happens to you. Believe me, irs quite a bit of 
something. The wonder of it is that anybody 
сусг manages to survive it with even a small 
fragment of sanity left at all. 

A couple of weeks after I'd landed in the 
United States I made a friend, a boy who lived 
on the same block with me and whose name was 
Walter Portson. His people had come out of 
Scandinavia somewhere and had brought Walter 
along when he was just a few months old. He 
was really a decent kid and he tried to do his 
best to help get me over the most awkward stages 
of my foreignness. I liked him a lot and we kept 
tack of cach other for quite a number of years. 
In fact, we went on waving to each other in а 
friendly way even over long distances, until when 
he finally died, in 1939, and his widow, Mildred, 
d ine to come to his funeral. 

Well, anyway, during those first few weeks of 
our acquaintance he did his tactful best to wise 
mc up— to lift me out of the darkness of my 
greenhorn status and to make me as acceptably 
American as everybody сїзє. 


ts play ball,” he said to me one afternoon. 


“Let’s buy a ball and play catch.” 

“Fine.” I said. 

So the both of us went into a most unmemo- 
rable stationery and candy store and for three 
cents we bought a ball. 

Come to think of it, that stationery store 
wasn't so unmemorable after all. I can remember 
that one hot day I walked into its characterless 
dinginess and said to the old man behind the 
counter, “Please give me a small chocolate soda.” 

“What flavor?” he said. 

So, you see, he didn't actually live for nothing, 
since after half a century I can still recall his 
peculiar condition. 

By the way, this ball that we purchased was 
called Bully Boy, and its name was stamped right 
on its unresilient exterior in black ink. I noticed at 
once that there was an absolutely leaden weighti- 
ness about this ball of ours and when І tried to 
bounce it off the sidewalk it just lay there like a 
dead bull-turd. 

Now, let's get this thing clear. 

Boys in Europe hardly ever played ball at all. 
They played soccer, of course, avidly and pas- 
sionately, and, once in a while, just to oblige a 
particularly attractive girl , we'd even con- 
descend to toss a few rubber balls around 
them, in the park somewhere, but you may believe 
me, those balls of theirs didn't even have the 
vaguest resemblance to anything like Bully Boy. 

Those balls in the old country were called 
Salon Ballen, and they were about the size of a 
full grown cantaloupe and most of them were 
decoratively pasted together out of red and black 
strips of latex. They were not too tightly filled 
with air cither, and when they bounced off any- 
thing they went “boing,” ever so softly, like a 
dowager's bosom that (continued on page 164) 
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BRANDY 


AREY IS THE LIQUOR for boys, port for men, but he 
who aspires to be a hero must drink brandy.” Either 
Samuel Johnson's classic 18th Century dictum no 
longer applies, or the fact that cognac consumption 
has tripled in this country during the past 10 years 
suggests that heroes have prolifcrated of late at an un- 
paralleled rate. In any case, Dr. Johnson was on the 
right track to this extent: brandy taken neat is in itself 
heroic. There is something about brandy's finesse that 
caresses the senses and even the palm of your warming 
hand. Although after-coffee brandy outshines almost 
any flavor or aroma that has gone before it, it isn't 
necessary to sate your palate with a formal 12-course 
dinner and six wines in order to test the survival power 
of a great brandy. Actually, the fine old elixir becomes 


an even more impressive finale for the modern casserole 
dinner, the shell steak party or the informal buffet. 

Brandy is distilled wine. Those who passed Chem. I 
may recall that alcohol has a lower boiling point than 
water and that when you heat wine in a still, the 
vapors which rise first and are later condensed become 
eau de vie. The first raw spirits in Europe trickling out 
of the medieval alembics were properly used for treat- 
ing battle wounds rather than drinking. How they 
evolved into what we now know as brandy is explained 
in a number of well-aged, well-blended myths. 

One story concerns a Dutch sea captain who had 


been shipping wine from France to Holland and was 
rowing in the Charente River near the area which now 
produces cognac. He dropped his hat into the water, 
fished it out and noticed that it was twice as heavy. 


Why not extract the water from his vinous cargo, he 
reasoned, save a fortune in shipping costs and then 
later restore the water to the wine? He arranged to 
have the wine distilled, only to discover, upon tasting 
it, a new kind of Dutch courage so stunning that he 
couldn't possibly think of restoring the water to his 
brandewijn (Dutch for burnt wine). 

Or perhaps you prefer this legend: In England dur- 
ing the 16th Century, importers often received wine 
from the same area of France. It didn't travel well and 
was frequently spoiled upon arrival at the English 
docks. To salvage their investment, they distilled the 
wine into brandy wine, a product which Chaucer had 
long before identified as the "water of immortality." 
lt was a reasonable name because the powerful dis- 
tillate, unlike wine, seemed to live on and on for years 


without spoiling. 
Italian spec 


sts in drinking mythology casily e 
plain how brandy came to be aged in the wood. An 
alchemist in the 15th Century stored his aqua vitae in 


a cell. 


arrel. To keep it out of the hands of merce 
nary soldiers about to plunder his village, he buried 
the barrel of raw brandy. He died, however, before he 
could retrieve his trove. Years later, someone discov- 
ered the hidden grappa, hall empty from evaporation, 


its raw white liquid now infused with a golden color 


and an indescribably noble flavor. So much for myth 
and mystique. 
сосмлс 


То describe cognac as distilled grape wine doesn't 
begin to explain its rich complex of flavors and noble 
breeding. You may derive some knowledge of certain 
brandies, even if you've never sipped them before, sim- 
ply by scanning their labels. To gain some appreci- 
ation of the brandy called framboise, for instance, you 
need merely translate the French word, which means 
raspberry. Uncork the bottle and the distinct perfume 
of crushed raspberries rises softly to your nostrils. It's 
a clear, intense pleasure. But the flavor of cognac 
lar above and beyond the mere essence of the grape. 
In fact, it tastes no more like grape than bourbon 
tastes like corn. While you sip it, let us explain the 
inscriptions and annotations printed on the cognac 
label. 

For example, there's the phrase Fine Champagne 
Cognac. 1: has no allusion whatever to champagne, the 
bubbly wine produced in an altogether different sec- 
tion of France. It so happens that the soil in which 
the cognac grapes flourish is a dour mixture of chalk 
and pebbles very much like the soil of the champagne 
country of the Marne. The word champagne also 
means an open stretch of land. On the cognac label the 
word is the tip-off to the fact that the grapes used came 


mainly from two of the finest open sections in the heart 
of the Cognac region, identified on the map as Grande 
Champagne or Petite Champagne. To be called Fine 
Champagne, cognac must contain grapes of which at 
least 60 percent are from the Grande Champagne. 

Stars on cognac labels don't offer any really mean- 
ingful information to the buyer. Originally, a single 
star was used by vintners to mean a good vintage after 
a poor year. Two stars meant the bottle represented a 
succession of two good years, and so on. Nowadays, 
stars are the cognac maker's way of giving a subjective 
nod to what he considers fine quality. You're not likely 
to come across a well-known label with less than three 
stars, and often they're not used at all. 

The most interesting thing about initials such as VO 
(very old) or VSOP (very superior old pale or particu- 
lar) is that they represent English rather than. French 
designat obviously coined for the export trade. 
‘They can't always be taken as a strict code of quality. 
Bottles marked VSOP by a particular brandy shipper 


are usually finer spirits than a bottling from the same 
The V! 
by most of the outstanding shippers of cognac is usually 
an assurance that the brandy thus marked is largely 
composed of 20- to 25-year-old stock. VVSOP (very very 
superior old pale) is taken to mean stock about 40 
years old. 

The whole question of age is disposed of very sim 
ply by American import laws. No age is permitted to 
be printed on a bottle of (continued on page 124) 
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STIFF UPPER LIP, JEEVES! novelette By P. G. WODEHOUSE 


conclusion: the situation looked bleak for bertie—unti 


his gentle- 


man's gentleman stepped in to save the day for the pride of the woosters 


In the previous installment, connois 
seurs of the Britannic mixed grills served 
up by P. G. Wodehouse were offered 
another helping of Bertie Wooster and 
valet — the redoubtable Jeeves. 

At the start of Part 1, Bertie's brain 
is boggling at the mere thought of en- 
countering the resident eccentrics of an- 
cient Totleigh Towers, country manor of 
cantankerous old Sir Watkyn Bassett. But 
the call of compassion prevails — (0 say 
nothing of the Code of the Woosters. 
Bertie complies when his pal, the Rev. 
H. P. ("Stinher") Pinker, bids him totter 
to Toileigh to help Stinker ond his 
fiancée, Stephanie (“Stiffy”) Byng, ac- 


quire а vicarage. Sporting an Alpine hat 
and with Jeeves at the ready, Bertie takes 
off on an odyssey he is soon to regret. 
On hand to greet him at the Towers, 
among others, are: Sir Watkyn; his daugh- 
ter Madeline, once almost the bride to be 
of Bertie and now the betrothed of fish- 
faced Gussie Fink-Nottle; that blighter 
Roderick Spode; and the illtempered 
Soon Bertie dis- 
covers that Fink-Nottle is depressed by 
his engagement to the formidable Made- 
line and is casting covetous glances at the 
cook. He and Jeeves observe also that 
both Sir Watkyn and Spode eye him 
uneasily, particularly after Stiffy per- 


dog, Bartholomew 


suades him to filch from the former a 
black amber statuette and return it to 
Major Plank — Bassett’s irascible rugby- 
loving neighbor. As our first episode 
draws lo its close, the irate Plank is about 
to call the law when Jeeves, anticipating 
him, steps into the parlor through an 
open French window. "I am Chief In- 
spector Witherspoon, sir,” he announces. 


"HAS THIS MAN been attempting to obtain 
money from you?" asked Jeeves. 
“Just been doing that very thing, 
pector,” said Plank. 
“I thought (continued on page 92) 
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loymate Adrienne Moreau pouses to polish the windscreen. 


Set to scoot on her new motor scooter, Pl. 


ван yf uten петите [ARATRO MANNEQUIN 


ONE REASON NEW YORK is a nice place to visit is the girls who want to live there — particu- 
larly the ebulliently budding models and actresses who brighten the city as they anony- 
mously pursue their careers and dreams. Such an unsung charmer — typical in her 
bouyant hopes, atypical in her cool blonde beauty Adrienne Moreau, an aspiring 
New York free-lance fashion model and our March Playmate. The short py life of 
Miss March began 21 summers ago in Trenton, New Jersey, where she was born of French 
parents; following schooling in both Jersey and Pennsylvania she entered Rutgers to study 
the diplomatic arts (specializing in languages and pol science). Along the way her 
vivacious personality led to many extracurricular activities: she first did fashion modeling 
at 16 in Philadelphia, starred in two high school plays, and during college worked as a 
parttime teacher in a New Brunswick charm school. After giving the academic life the 
old college try for two years, Adrienne left Rutgers in the spring of 1961 with the time- 
honored ambition of becoming a girl of independent ways and means in NYC. Since 


En route to buy art supplies, Adrienne proudly shows off her sporty two-wheeler to a girlfriend, 


MISS MARCH prava 


Miss March sketches her roommate's bongo-becting beau during a lazy Sunday cfternoon in 
her living room. Though she is on enthusiastic pointer, Adrienne is disarmingly modest about 
her skill ot the easel: "I point myself, mostly—I meon, most af the point ends up on me!” 


nnmis 


гай « 


A small-scale pile-up fails to discourage Adrienne as she and her roommate pilot а brace of 
electric racing cars. Says she: "I'm wild about cors and speed. | have this crozy ambition 
to travel all over the world some year scon ond see every Grand Prix race. I love to gol" 


her arrival, she has done well in publicity and advertising assignments (unlike 
fashiondom's usual skeleton crew, she tapes a notable 38-22-36) and recently was 
able to finance a snug walkup apartment on 73rd Street just off Central Park, 


where she lives with a roommate amid a pleasant feminine clutter of clothing and 
Though somewhat shy at first introduction, Adrienne makes friends 
nvariably taken with her quick enthusiasms, her spon: 
taneous laugh, ct that she so obviously enjoys masculi 
future she says: ^ ribly unrealistic — 1 want to become a grt 
travel extensively, and marry a wise, decisive man. And I want lots of laugh- 
ter and wonderful unpredictable things along the way. I don't want to live by any 
blueprint." For the nonce, lovely Adrienne is clearly content with the lively life of 
a New York bachelor girl — and glad to have rLaynoy s 
and around the apartment she hopes will be her launching pad. 


п men, who are 
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES 


Friend of ours says he's read so much about 
the terrible effects of smoking that he's de- 
cided to give up reading. 


y 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines genius as 
a nudist with a memory for faces. 


Strolling into Ше admitting office of a large 
hospital, a well-developed Tass told the nurse 
on duty that she wanted to see an upturn. 

"You mean ап intern, don't you, dear?" 
asked the kindly nurse. 

“Well, whatever you call it, I want а con- 

ion," replied the gir 

"You mean examination, 
nurse. 

"Maybe so," allowed the girl. "I want to go 
to the fraternity ward. 

"Maternity ward," said the murse, with a 
slight smile 

“Look,” insisted the girl, "I don't know 
much about big words but 1 do know that I 
haven't demonstrated for two months and I 
think I'm stagnant.” 


corrected the 


The proof that women are all alike is that 
every one of them thinks she's different, 


Although he kept bachelor’s hours, Harry 
quite piously demanded absolute fidelity from 
his wife. Almost every night he would leave 
her at home with the children, bidding her 
farewell with a cheery, “Goodnight, mother 
of three.” 

Then o night she called back just as 
cheerfully, “Goodnight, father of one.” 

Now Harry stays home. 


Behind every successful man stands а sur 
prised wife. 


Fred's convertible glided to a halt on the edge 
of a lonely country road. 

"I suppose,” said his pretty but reluctant 
date, “you're going to pull the old "out of gas’ 


said Fred, “I'm going to pull the 
‘here after’ routine . 
rhe ‘here after’ routine — what's that?" she 
nted to know. 

"If you're not here after what I'm here after, 
then. you're going to be here after I'm gone. 


On the first night of their honeymoon the 
bride slipped into a flimsy bit of silk and 
crawled into bed, only to find that her husband 
had settled down on the couch. Wh 


asked why he was apparently not going to 
е love to her, he replied, “Because it's 


at's the most ridiculous thing Гус 
" she exclaimed, almost in tears. 
‘To whom, and for how long?” 


Our favorite airline stewardess is the one who 
says, “Coffee, tea or me? 


We know an executive who is so old that 
when he chases his secretary around the desk, 
he can't remember why. 


The sweetest words any young man can hear 
from his steady girl are these: “There's really 
nothing to worry about — I kid you not.” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines platonic 
relationship as mind over mattress. 


The couple was afloat in a canoe when a sud- 
n thunder squall flashed across the Тай 
"Oh Lord,” the young man prayed, "save us 
and ГИ give up smoking and drinking . . . 
ГИ give up betting on the ponies . . . ГИ 
give up——" 

Above the noise of the thunder came the 
girl's earnest plea: "Don't promise to give up 
everything, George! Paddle!” 


Heard any good ones lately? Send your favor- 
ites to Party Jokes Editor, rLaynoy, 232 Е. 
Ohio St., Chicago 11, Ш., and earn $25 for 
each joke used. In case of duplicates, payment 
goes to first received. Jokes cannot be returned. 


“Thank you, but Fm afraid 1 don't gambol.” 
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STIFF UPPER LIP, JEEVES! 


as much. We have had our eye on him 
for a long time. He is a confidence man 
of considerable reputation in the under- 
world, known to us at the Yard as Alpine 
Joe, because he always wears an Alpine 
hat with a pink feather in it.” 

“He's got it with him now." 

“He never moves without it.” 

"You'd think he'd have the sense to 
adopt some rude disguise." 

"You would indeed, sir, but the men- 

tal processes of a man like him are hard. 
to fathom. With your permission 1 will 
take him into custody." 
You couldn't do better,” said Plank 
heartily. “Shove him into а dungeon 
with dripping walls. and sce to it that 
he is well gnawed by rats.” 

What with prop forwards and corner- 
flagging and gendemen’s personal gen- 
temen popping up out of traps like 
Demon Kings in pantomimes, the 
Wooster bean was not at its best as we 
moved off, and there was nothing in the 
way of conversation until we had reached 
my car, which I had left at the gate. 

“Chief Inspector who?" I said, recov- 
ering a modicum of speech. 

“Witherspoon, sir.” 

“Why Witherspoon? On the other 
hand," Г added, for I like to look on 
both sides of a thing, "why not Wither- 
spoon? However, that is not germane 
to the issue and cen be reserved for dis- 
cussion later. The rcal point, the main 
item on the agenda paper, is how on 
earth do you come to be here?" 

ED anticipated that my appearance 
would occasion you a certain surprise, 
sir. [ hastened after you directly Miss 
Byng had apprised me of her interview 
with Sir Watkyr 

“What interview was that?" 
hordy after luncheon Miss Byng had 
a conversation with Sir Watkyn, in 
the course of which the latter revealed 
the true facts in the matter of the statu. 
cue. Induced to do so by Miss Byng's 
reproaches. He informed her that there 
was no foundation for his original state- 
ment and that in actual fact he had 
paid Major Plank £1000 for the object." 

“Not a fiver?” 


n he had lied in his teeth?” 


1 said, getting down to it in 
that direct way of mine. 

I thought he would say he hadn't a 
notion, but he didn't. 
г Watkyn’s motives are ob. 


vious, sir.” 

Not to me. 
e acted from a de: 
your uncle, Mr. "Travers, sir. Mr. Travers 
is a collector, and collectors are not 
pleased when they learn that a rival 
collector has acquired at an insignificant 


re го exaspera 


(continued from page 83) 


price an objet dart which they would 
have wished to possess themselves.” 

It penetrated. 1 saw what he me: 
The discovery that Pop Bassett, a man for 
whose insides he had always had a vivid 
distaste, had got hold of а 1000-quid 
thingummy for practically nothing would 
have been gall and ww. to Uncle Tom. 
Stiffy had described the relative as writh- 
ing like an egg whisk, and I could well 
understand it. It must have been agony 
for the poor old buster. 

“You've hit it, Jeeves. It's just what 
Pop Bassett would do. Nothing would 
please better than to spoil Uncle 
Tom's day. So my errand was . . . what, 
Jeeves?” 

“Bootless, sir.” 

“Bootless? It doesn’t sound right, but I 
suppose you know. And if it hadn't been 
ior you bobbing up at the crucial mo- 
ment, I should have been in for it. How 
did you get here so quick?” 

“Immediately upon learning the facts, 
1 borrowed Miss Byng's car. 1 left it some 
little distance down the road and pro- 
ceeded on foot to the house. Hearing 
raised voices, I approached the French 
window and was thus enabled to inter- 
vene at, as you say, the cru 

“Very resourceful.” 


“Plank was showing a nasty noncooper- 
. Who is he, by the way?" 

‘A very eminent explorer, sir. He re- 
cently mad. 
rior of Brazil. He has not long been in 
residence in Hockley-cum-Meston. He in- 
herited the house where he resides and a 
great deal of money from a deceased 
godfather. He raises Belgian hares, and 
cats only nonfattening protein bread.” 

"You scem to have got him taped all 
right.” 

“1 made inquiries at the post office, sir, 
where 1 was also told that Major Plank 
was very fond of football and is hoping 
to make Hockley-curn-Meston invincible 
on the field. 

“Yes, I gathered that from remarks he 
dropped. You aren't a prop forward, are 
you, Jeeves?” 

“No, sir. Indeed, I do not know what 
the phrase signifies.” 

“Nor do I, but he told me he yearned 
for one. Rather sad, when you come to 
think of it. All that money, all those 
Belgian bares, all that protein bread, 
but no prop forward. Still, that’s life." 

» indeed, sir. If you will excuse 
r, I will be returning to Tot- 
igh Towers. I promised to assist Sir 
tkyn's butler at the school treat.” 

"School treat? How do you mean, 
school treat?" 

“1 thought Miss Bassett would have 
informed you that the annual school 
teat takes place this afternoon in Sir 
Watkyn's park." 


Ww 


“No, she didn't mention it.” 

“Will you be accompanying me, 

“No, Jeeves, I will noi 

1 was remembering the story 1 had 
once heard Pongo Twistleton tell at the 
Drones. He got mixed up in a school 
treat once down in Soi 
his description of ho 
mote a game called Is Mr. Smith at 
Ноте? he had had to put his head in a 
sack and allow the younger generation 
to prod him with sticks and had held 
the smoking room spellbound. 

^] propose to oil off somewhere, not 
returning till the quiet evenfall.” 

"Very good, sir. I think you are wise. 
Ра: are apt to be unbridled at these 
functions. Then if you will give me the 
statuette, I will deliver i Byng 
and she will restore it to its place in the 
collection room.” 

When I got back to Totleigh Towers, 
having spent the afternoon driving hith- 
er and thither and to and fro, the heart 
was light and the morale in midseason 
form. It scemed to me that I no longer 
had to worry about the stability of che 
Madeline-Gussie alliance now that the 
latter, through the kind offices of Emer- 
ald Stoker, had got in touch with the 
steak and kidney pie and could fulfill his 
legitimate aspirations. And the relief of 
knowing that the amber eyesore had 
passed from my custody, that the school 
treat had shot its bolt in my absence and 
that there was now nothing to prevent me 
buzzing back to London on the morrow 
was stupendous. 1 remember Jeeves once 
saying something about God being in 
His heaven and everything just like 
mother made, and I could understand 
what he had meant. 

He came into my room after | had 
been there a minute or two, bearing a 
whisky and soda. 

“l saw you anive, sir, and | thought 
you might be 


sir" 


to 


Om Е 
“How did the school tre 


the festivities рай. the 
"How about you?" 


You were t They didn't put 
your head in a sack and prod you with 
sticks 

"No, sir. My share in du 
events was confined to assi 
tea tent. 

"So everything went off without a 


afternoon's 
ag in the 


hitch?” 

“In a manner of speaking, yes, sir. 
There were certain unfortunate inci- 
dents of the kind which are always 
eparable from this form of entertain- 
ment Mr. Fink-Nottle was somewhat 
roughly handled. Among other vicis: 
tudes which he underwent, a child ci 

(continued on page 108) 


ни. HIS AFFLUENT NEIGHBORS are still 
Ws in their silken contour sheets, a 
lanky Beverly Hills resident gulps down 
10 varicties of vitamin pills along with 
a tumbler of freshly squeezed grapefruit 
juice. The sun has yet to pierce the 
California smog as he pulls on a Bee- 
thoven sweat shirt, wrinkled khakis and 
size 104-D tennis sneakers. Exiting from 
his 15-гооп Spanish colonial villa on 
North Beverly Drive, he briskly embarks 
оп his morning constitutional, heading 
past hedgerows toward the Beverly Hills 
Hotel, a short jog up the street. Outflank- 
ing its pink-stucco facade, he wheels right 
at Sunset Boulevard and then right 
again on Crescent, pausing briefly to 
greet a motorcycle cop crouched behind 
a stop sign. Occasionally a bewildered 
Japanese gardener looks up from land- 
Saping to observe the loping figure 
turn at Lexington, hard by the stately 
mansions pin-pointed on Hollywood star 
maps, and then negotiate the stretch 
down palm-lincd North Beverly. Back 
home, hardly puffing, he grunts through 
10 minutes of calisthenics and swims 
four laps in his cherub-studded, Olym- 
piclength pool, capping these bursts 
with a hot-and-cold needle shower in 
soapy splendor. After a breakfast of bran 
flakes with raw almonds, one half of an 
organically grown papaya, yogurt and 
stone ground bread, Stan Freberg, Sati- 
rist, is ready for another day at the office. 
Despite the evidence of his determined 
daily regimen, Freberg is far from being 
another movieland eccentric seeking at- 
tention, More accurately, he has attracted. 
plenty of attention already as the na- 
a's foremost plotter of offbeat tele- 
vision and radio commercials (average 
5.000 a campaign, inclu 
$5000 consultation fee), the wriest icono- 
clast on records (some 6,000,000 sold), a 
"I V-comedy innovator, a pioneer in film 
advertising and a stiletto-sharp deflator 
of all the plump panjandrums from John 
Birchers to Bridey Murphy searchers. 
‘The bulk of Freberg's abundant talent 
and resources has resolutely focused for 
the past six years on reversing the insi 
ous cacophony of tactless TV and radio 
commercials with radical new techniques. 
By creating sales pitches that never 
sound like sales pitches, he has craftily 
made products seem warmer and friend 
lier. clients eventually smiling and con- 
tented, customers smitten and eager. То 
accomplish this nifty triple play, he 


THE 
d 
STAN FREBERG 


satire's ace entrepreneur 
and how 
he got that way 


By RICHARD WARREN LEWIS 


adroitly laces his subtle spiels with gen- 
erous doses of show business, histrionics, 
good humor and gimmickry. The sub- 
lime design: to entertai. 

But even while avowing such thinking 
(capricious by Madison Avenue stand. 
ards), Freberg remains sedate enough to 
spurn accounts Batten, Barton and Dur- 
stine might give their Osborn for. His 
forte happens to be the corporation in 
trouble - Ше coffee company peddling 
its first instant years after everyone 
else, the soft drink that has slipped from 
third to fifth in the marketplace, the 
ignoble chow mein producer, the tea-bag 
manufacturer on a treadmill. “If a com- 
pany comes to me and cannot clearly 
state its problem," says Freberg, "1 don't 
want to get involved. I recently turned 
down someone whose problem was that 
they had 60 percent of the market and 
they wanted to increase their business. 


Why, 60 percent, thats a monopoly, 
practically.” 

In supporting the underdog, Freberg 
is not unlike Edward Bennett ms, 
mouthpiece for Hoffa, Costello and Dave 
Beck. He is also a bit of an Abe Burrows, 
the facile writer frequently summoned 
to fix a Broadway-bound play wallowing 
in Boston. “I want the advertising agen- 
cies to think of me as that special sur- 
geon they call in,” he explains. “Like, 
four doctors are standing around the 
patient who is dying and they say: "Why 
don't we get Dr. Freberg in Vienna? 
Do you think he'd come?” 

When Dr. Freberg does arrive he in- 
variably carts along a carpetbag full of 
razzle-dazzle so irregular that the spe- 
cialist is often mistaken for a quack. 
His noncommercial commercials some- 
times sound like miniature musical 
comedies, Many of them start in mid- 
conversation and never once do they 
bellow “Say, Mother!" or “Save, save, 
honored attention get- 
constant, their 
. "Advertising has 
created а commercial barrier,” Freberg 
says. “My object is to break through that 
barrier. People have become beaten 
around the ears with the baseball bat of 
hard sell to the point where they've 
developed a cauliflower receptivity, and 
you just cannot reach them with tech- 
niques now archaic due to their sheer 
volume and repetition, Advertisers are 
paying billions of dollars every year 
playing to a roomful of empty furniture." 

To keep an audience in the living 
room, Freberg's workaday theory is "to 
be musically memorable, amusing, com- 
pletely unorthodox іп approach, and 
all three whenever possible.” He has 
composed a pair of sixaminute radio 
commercials (Woburn! for Salada Tea 
and Omaha! for Butter-Nut Coffee) 
u unmistakably resemble tabloid- 
sized Broadway musicals. He has formed 
a group of Chinese folk singers, The 
Chun Kingston Trio, lor a chow mein 
company. He has employed bop-talking 
beatniks to push cottage cheese with 
pineapple aud mass apple-bobbing par- 
ties to sell banks. But mostly he has sold 
potential advertisers who flock to what 
he calls "Freberg, Lid. (But Not Verv)", 
his one-secretary office on Sunset Strip. 

Jeno Paulucci, an American-born Chi 
nese food manufacturer from Duluth, 
Minnesota, (continued on page 98) 


93 


94 


attire By ROBERT L. GREEN 


THE ULTRASLIM OUTLINE of last year's foot- 
gear has filled out into a broguishly mascu- 
line shoe silhouette that's high, wide and 
decidedly handsome, in emulation of the 
evolution in apparel to slightly wider shoul- 
ders and lapels. Cleaving to the classic lines 
of wingtips, straight tips and moccasin 
fronts in laced and loafer models with wider 
tocs, they create an impression of sturdy sub- 
stantiality without sacrificing the polished 
urbanity of unadorned styling. Subtly keyed 
in style and shade to every mode of male 
ature, the well-heeled gentleman's shoe 
wardrobe for '63 includes a variety of 
smooth leathers for dress and business wear, 


feet 
first 


playing footsie 


with playboy’s 


shoe-in 


favorites 


Upper left: playful playmate falls heod over 
heels for his burnished brown, groined-hide 
slip-ons with high tongue, hand-sewn front, 
lastex-bound sides, by American Gentleman, $18. 
At left, she decides to slip into something com- 
fortoble: his black calf oxfords with two-eyelet 
lace-front, plain toe, high tongue, block kid 
lining ond high-rise heel, by Connolly, $22. 


Above: slip-clad but not slip-shod in his smooth- 
hide moccasins, she digs their rich antique- 
copper shade, hond-sewn front, leather lining, 
high tongue, leather heel ond sole, by Winthrop, 
$15. At right, she kicks up her heels—ond one of 
his: а cedor-brown, grained-colf slip-on with welt 
secms, U-shaped toe, flexible gore top, leather 
heel ond sole, high tongue, by Banister, $40. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY DON BRONSTEIN 


grained textures for tweedy town-and-country 
pastimes, brushed hides and coarse-weave fab- 
rics for active and spectator sports. 

In step with the season, the boot look is 
well suited to the slim-limbed line of Ivy 
slacks. Although this year's boot-style shoes ex- 
tend up to and under the trouser bottoms; few, 
happily, are cut higher than the ankle. 

In a smart sartorial comeback, the soft-shoe 
routine of yore will be stepping onstage once 
again in a selection of extra-pliant leathers that 
you'll find eminently easy on the eyes and fect. 
Designed in dress and sport models with 
flexible soles and foam-padded insoles, they're 
casually correct for penthouse and poolside. 
Meanwhile, back in the South and Southwest, 
watch for renewed (concluded on page 132) 


For left: getting into step with mole shoe 
fashions, she's on firm social footing in 
а sturdy wingtip blucher-style shoe of ton- 
toned grained hide with five-eyelet loce- 
front, leather lining, heel ond sole, by 
British Walkers, $29. Bottom left: she tokes 
a tricky toe hold on clean-lined dark cordo- 
von moccosin with hond-sewn front, leother 
lining, heel ond sole, by Bostonion, $28. 


Left: girl gets big boot from a pair of cor- 
dovon-colored holf-boots of pebble- 
grained calfskin with ploin front, two-eyelet 
loce-front, leather heel ond sole, by 
Jarmon, $15. Below: she puts her best foot 
forward over cockiails—and so does her 
componion, in o block blucher of smooth 
calfskin with two-eyelet loce-front, leoth- 
er heel ond sole, by French Shriner, $27. 
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сате knocking in 1960, distressed that 
his canned chow mein was accumulating 
dust on grocers’ shelves. Two of the big- 
gest advertising agencies had failed to 
hypo sales. Freberg suggested that Paul- 
ucci state the hard fact, that 95 percent 
of the U.S. had not only never tried 
Chun King, they hadn't even heard of it. 
"Lay it on the line," said a voice in the 
first of a skein of commercials. "Lets 
have а little truth in advertising for a 
change." Commercial number two sought 
to prove the unlikely notion that most 
Americans eat chow mein daily, 
many Chinese subsist on hot dogs. 
did you have to eat last Monday?" a 
pitchman asks his shill. “Hot dog,” is the 
Chinesc-inflected reply. "Tuesday night?” 
“Hot dog.” “Wednesday night” “Hot 
dog.” "Thursday night?" “Hot dog.” 
“Friday, Saturday, Sunday?” “Hot dog, 
hot dog, hot dog.” The frankfurter fa- 
natic exposes himself and the subgum 
selling plot by reaching too fast for the 
bogus testimonial payoff. 

Paulucci had already given Freberg, 
Ltd. the green light, “But when he 
heard those commer Stan recalls, 
“he called from Duluth a rage. He 
said: ‘I'm not in business to sell hot 
dogs. You tokl me you were gonna put 
some commercials on the air that are 
ly gonna bring my sales up. You told 
everybody I'm only selling five percent 
of the people. That's a terrible thing 
nd I d. want to admit that in public." 
се was up about three octaves. 
He е canceled all the air time. 
I want you to redo the whole campaign." ” 

Freberg bridled, raising his voice sev- 
ral octaves. "Look," he said, “those com- 
mercials are designed to hit people on 
the head with a two-by-four and make 
them aware of a product called Chun 
ing. First of all, nobody cares about 
food to any great extent, let 
alone canned Chinese food, let alone a 

articular canned Chinese food called 
Chun King. So you can't expect me to 
get in tired lines about vegetables picked 
at the peak of perfection. И ту cam- 
paign doesn't work I will get out of ad- 
g and pull you in a rickshaw up 
ga Boulevard past Restaurant 
aulucci reluctantly demurred, 
g: "If it does work ГП pull you 
in a rickshaw,” 

"The campaign reinstated, Freberg went 
to work in nest. He had millions of 
yellow plastic handles attached to Chun 
King called them “security han- 
dies" — so customers wouldn't feel guilty 
about abandoning the traditional Chi- 
nese restaur takeout cartons for chow 
mein in а can. Though Chinese eateries 


were insignificant competition, they be- 
me the expedient enemy. The Chun 
ston Trio rhymed out this intra 


noodle warfare, and suddenly people 


were flocking to supermarkets to carry 
home Chun King by the security han- 
dlesful. Sales soared 30 percent within 
a year and Freberg got his rickshaw ride 
from Paulucci as flashbulbs popped. 

Celebrating further, Freberg hosted a 
candlelit dinner party on the marbled 
patio of his $200,000 home. The bill of 
fare for scores of Los Angeles grocery 
store buyers: Chun King chow mein 
served from gleaming copper chafing 
dishes. “People ate it and raved,” Fre- 
berg says. “After it was all over I told 
them it was Chun King. They wouldn't 
believe it. So I had a uniformed guy 
from Brink's standing out behind the 
house. Не had all the empty cans pad- 
locked in mailbags.” With proper cere- 
mony, the Brink’s man expertly unlocked 
the sacks and littered the patio with 
empty tin cans. “It created a good public 
relations feeling for the company,” Fre- 
berg says. 

The first of Freberg's $50,000 cam- 
paigns was commissioned by Kaiser Alu- 
minum Foil in 1959. It was an attempt 
by Kaiser to induce apathetic storekeep- 
ers to stock its wrapping and thereby 
enlist them in shelf-to-shelf combat with 
Reynolds Wrap. Using animated car- 
toons, Freberg introduced Clark Smath- 
ers, a misunderstood but determined 
Kaiser salesman who bopped grocers 
over the head with a mallet to convince 
them to order the foil. Freberg inun- 
dated merchants with mallets of their 
own (to hit back with), survival kits 
filled with band-aids and mercurochrome 
(to patch pummelings by Smathers), and 
a medal that read: DON'T HIT ME, TVE GOT 
тт, with clusters for Bravery, Valor and 
Lumps. When Henry J. Kaiser first 
viewed the commercial on Maverick, he 
pulled a Paulucci. "I heard that as the 
mallet came down on the grocer's head, 
Kaiser literally leaped from his chair as 
if someone had hit him over the head," 
Freberg relates. Kaiser picked up a phone 
in Hawaii and ordered the agency to 
pull the campaign off the air. They re 
fused. Though foiled, Henry J. did not 
have to take the wrap. Freberg's irresi 
ble program had vamped 13,000 new 
retail oudets in four months. 

Early last year Sal 
year-old concern located 
Massachusetts, discovered 
sales were soggy, its profits limp. For hi 
normal advance consultant's fee of $5000 
("My motto is Ars Gratia. Pecuniae — 
Art for the Sake of Money; I tell them 
Freberg thinks much better when he 
gets the money in front’), they sum- 
moned Stan, asked him what was wrong. 
“What they got for five grand," says 
Freberg, "was 18 mimcographed pages, 
a simulated leather cover, and two metal 
brads.” Inside was the plan for the 
ampaign. 


“The tea industry is 1 
paradise,” he told them. 
thinks about tea the way they think 
about collec, ada has to dig into the 
сойсе market and reach people who 
have just never considered drinking tea, 
especially Salada. Before you can get 
people to think about Salada Tea in a 
new way you have to first get them to 
think about tea, period, in а new way. 
The best thing to do was to kid this 
old slogan that should be carried off to 
the Old Slogan Home— "Take Tea and 
Sce." Freberg's notion for the initial 
radio spot was a stentorian announcer in 
an echo chamber declaring: “Take Tea 
and See" A second voice asked: “You 
mean I can throw away my glasses?” 
"Then he planned to come right out and 
say “coffee” in the second tea commer- 
cial. One voice queried: "Would you 
like to shake the coffee habit?" The sec- 
ond voice answered: “Not particularly, 
I'm a coffee man myself." Old-line ad 
men were aghast. 

Researching at his office, Freberg 
sliced open dozens of tea bags, noted 
that most competitive bags consisted 
largely of a dusty coloring agent to make 
the tea quickly turn orange. Salada’s bags 
contained nothing but leaves and took 
nearly three utes to steep properly. 
To kill the three minutes, Freberg pre- 
scribed putting reading material on the 
tags of the tea bags— snappy one-liners, 
philosophical thoughts, instant fortuncs 
like: “You will meet a tall, dark Internal 
Revenue man" and “А mysterious en- 
velope will be mailed to you with a little 
window in it. Pay it"—and informing 
listeners of this literary coup as the cam- 
paign picked up momentum. 

Salada executives approved Freberg's 
analysis, shelled additional 
$50,000, and the crusade was under way. 
Next step, also told in a one-minute 
commercial, was to have the Amer 
Federation of Gypsies (a Freberg inven- 
tion) strike the home plant at Woburn. 
claiming tea-leaf-fortune readers were 
being thrown out of work by the Salada 
tags on the bags. Separate full-page ad 
vertisements in New York and Boston 
newspapers and The New Yorker stated 
the gypsies position in the strike and 
management's counterarguments. The 


ing in a fool's 
‘Nobody really 


out an 


gypsies alleged that Sala ated 
the middie man or woman.” Salada 
averred: "Y, fight progress.” The 
climax was a six-minute musical comedy 


commercial, Woburn!, studded with Fre- 
berg-concocted songs like Hooray for the 
A. F. of G., Pity the Poor Gypsies, and 
a stirring Hymn to Woburn. By the end 
of the Wg, the dispute was resolved. 
Salada had hired the unemployed 
gypsies to 10 the bags and assist 
in fortune wr ird full-page ad 
announced the settlement and 

(continued on page 125) 


strike 


“Now we'll check your reflexes . . ." 


pictorial 


PLAYMATE 
OF THE 


YEAR‘? 
avis kimble 


laura young 


jume сос ест 


GENTLEMEN, WOULD YOU HELP US settle а dispute? For 
the first time in our nine years of publishing, the edi- 
tors of PLAYBOY have been unable to select just one 
Playmate of the Year. After five secret ballots, the 
voting at presstime remained deadlocked in a three- 


way tie among the lovely girls whose names appear 
above. As you can see, this is a hang-up of considerable 
proportions, because no editor was willing to forgo his 
favorite, so we leave it to you to make the final decision. 
Please send us your opinions. In return, we'll present 
a full take-out on the winner in our June issue. The 
candidates: Left: auburn-haired Avis Kimble (Miss 
November), an upbeat bohemian, poetess and painter 
who, at 18, is adding bright new dimensions (39-22-36) 
to Chicago's creative scene. No idler, Avis now wants 
to delve into art dealing. Center: alluring Laura Young 
(Miss October) hails from New Jersey but, at 24, has 
traveled far in the fashion world. Laura digs guys and 
golf, yet insists she's a "square at heart.” If so, she's 


the only square we know with 36-25-36 measurements. 
Right: diminutive June Cochran (Miss December), a 
silver-haired Hoosier with a modeling-and-movie carcer 
in mind figures (36-20-34) as an equally strong con- 
tender for Playmate-of-the-Year honors. At 21, she has 
already won her state title in both the Miss Universe and 
Miss World contests. Now, gentlemen, which do you 
prefer? To aid you in this difficult decision, we offer 
on the next six pages photographic documentation 
of cach candidate's qualifications, along with her cam- 
paign pledge and platform. We await your comments. 


playboy's editors find it difficult 
to choose one from among 
the past annum's comeliest three 


avis kimble 


“A vote for me is a vote for good busin 
If I'm chosen Playmate of the Year, I'll us 

bonus money to open an art gallery in Chicago's 
Old Town district — the first of a great chain — 
just as Hugh Hefner started his Playboy Clubs! 
Please give me your support and help me to 


retire at a very, very early age.” 


laura young 


“If elected Playmate of the Year, 1 can promise 
one thing: ГИ faint. Seriously, everybody likes 
to be liked, and nothing could aid my ego more 
than winning this contest. Why, I'm so excited 
about being in the finals that I'm going to run 
right out and buy a doren тилүвоүз. Maybe if 
all my friends write in, I'll win.” 


jume cochram 


“Being selected PLAYBoY's Playmate ој the Year 
is my main ambition — the greatest honor 1 can 
imagine. Гуе won a lot of contests, but this is 
the title I want most. It would give me a chance 
to tour the country asa representative of Amer- 
ica’s finest magazine and, perhaps, to person- 
ally thank every reader who votes for me.” 
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STIFF UPPER LIP, JEEVES! 


tangled an all-day sucker in his hair.” 

“Worse things than that happen at 
school treats. | myself once got a small 
lizard down the back of my neck. Was 
he sore?” 

He displayed considerable annoy- 
ance. He detached the sweetmeat and 
threw it from him. It hit the dog Bar- 
tholomew, who, affronted by what he 
presumably considered an unprovoked 
assault, bit him.’ 

“That must have darkened his mood.” 

Yes, sir, and it was not lightened 
when Miss Bassett, who chanced to be 
present, accused him of teasing the ani 
mal. Mr. Fink-Nottle plainly resented 
the charge. 

“Oh, my God! A rift within the lute!" 

“1 would not go so far as to say that, 
sir, for Miss Bassett was called away to 
speak to Mr. Pinker before hostilities, 
if I may use the word, had time to reach 
their height. Mr. Pinker's object in seek- 
ing a conference with Miss Bassett, I 
learned from Miss Byng, who sought me 


out later, was to ask her to use her in- 
fluence to soothe Sir Watkyn." 

“Why did he need soothing?” 

“It appears that one of the boys in the 


aspberry jam at him, 
an aim." 

“Feeling, one supposes, that Pop Bas- 
sett was the sort of chap who needed to 
have doughnuts thrown at hi 
Presumably, sir.” 


т. 
And how right the stripling was." 
"Yes, sir. But the young fellow's im- 
ion led to unfortunate conse- 
ccs. Sir Watkyn has voiced doubts 
as to the wisdom of giving а vicarage to 
a curate incapable of keeping order at a 
school treat. Miss Byng, while confiding 
this information to me, appeared greatly 
distressed. She had supposed — in her 
own phrase — that the thing was in the 
bag.” 

1 lit a moody cigarette, 

"There's a curse on this house, Jeeves. 
Broken blossoms and ruined lives wher- 


ever you look. The sooner we're ont 
of here, 
couldn't — 


the better. Г wonder 


if we 


mighty rushing wind, and Spode ap- 
peared. His lips were twitching and hi 
cyes glittering, and he seemed to have 
grown a bit since l'd seen him last, being 
iow about nine-foot-seven. ~ 
“Oh, hullo, Spode,” I said. "I mean 
Oh, hullo, Lord Sidcup. Take one or two 
chair 
He ignored the kindly invitation. 
“Have you seen Fink-Nottle?” he de- 
manded, speaking, it seemed to me, from 
between clenched teeth 
“Tm sorry, no, Гус only just got 


(continued from page 92) 


I had some business to attend to this 


afternoon, so unfortunately missed the 
school treat A great disappointment. 
You haven't seen Gussie, have you, 


Jeeves?” 

He made no reply, possibly because he 
wasn't there. He always slides discreetly 
all when the young master is entertain- 
ing the quality. 

"Was it something important you 
wanted to sce him about?" 

“I'm going to break hi 

“No, really? Why is tha 

He ground his teeth, at least that's 
what 1 think he did to them, and was 
silent for a space. Then, though there 
t anybody listening except me, he 
spoke in a lowered voice. 

“L can speak frankly to you, Wooster, 
because I know that you, too, love hei 

“Eh? Who?” 

Made 
meant?” 
По you love Madeline?” 

“1 have always loved her, and her hap- 
piness is very dear to me. It was a great 
shock to me when she became engaged 
to this man Fink-Nottle, but I accepted 
the situation because | thought that that 
was where her happiness lay. Though 
stunned, I kept - 

“A stiff upper lip? 
my feelings to myself. 1 sat —^ 
Like Patience on a monument?” 
— tight, and said nothing that would 
give her a suspicion of how I felt. All 
that mattered was that she should be 
happy. But when Fink-Nottle turns out 
to be a libertine —" 

‘This surprised me. 

"Who, Gussic? What makes you think 
Gussie's a libertine?” 

“The fact that less than ten minutes 
ago | saw him kissing the cook," s 
Spode through the teeth which I'm 
pretty sure he was grinding, and he dived 
out of the door and was gone. 

How long I remained motionless, like 
а ventriloquist’s dummy whose ventrilo- 
quist has gone off to the local and left it 
sitting, 1 cannot say. Probably not very 
long, for when life returned to the гу 
limbs and I legged it for the open spaces 
to try to find Gussie, Spode was 
sight. He was disappearing in а пог-пог“- 
easterly directi so, not wanting to 
hobnob with him again while he was in 
this what I might call difficult mood, 1 
went sou'sou'west, and found that I 
couldn't have set my course better. There 
was a sort of yew alley or rhododendron 
walk or some such thing confronting me, 
and as ] entered it I saw Gussie, He was 
pacing up and down in thought. 

"Thought, I need scarcely mention, was 
a thing | was in myself, and not agre 
able thought, either. My whole future 
depended on Augustus Fink-Nottle stick 
ing to the straight and narrow рай 


ck." 


Who did you think I 


га 


not blotting his copybook, and now he 
had strayed several miles from the s. and 
n.p. and blotted his c. in no uncertain 
manner. There were no doubt misde- 
meanors which Madeline Bassett would 
be able to br herself to overlook, but 
something told mc that cook-kissing 
wasn't one of them. It was in somber 
mood that I accosted the blighter with 
a resounding “Hoy! 

He turned, and it seemed to me that 
range light was shining through h 
immed spectacles. He looked like 
ut that's just learned that its rich 
unde in Australia has died and left it 
ket. 

Ah, Bertic,” he said. “What a beau 
tiful day. What a beautiful, beautiful 
day.” 

1 could not subscribe to this. 

“It strikes you as that, does it? It 
doesn't me.” 

He secmed surprised. 

“Not beautiful? Something wrong with 
it, you feel? In what respect do you find 
it not up to sample?” 

“ГИ tell you in what respect 1 find it 
not up to sample. What's all this I hear 
about you kissing Emerald Stoker?” 

The Soul’s Awakening expression on 
his face became intensified. It's a hard 
thing to say about a boyhood friend, but 
at these words Augustus Fink-Nottle defi 
nitely smirked. 

“Oh, you've heard about that? What a 
girl, Bertie! She's my idea of a thoroughly 
womanly woman, and you don't sce many 
of those about these days. At the school 
treat this afternoon that ghastly dog of 
Stifly Byng’s bit me to the bone, and do 
you know what Emerald Stoker did? Not 
only was she all sympathy, but she 
bathed and bandaged my lacerated leg. 
She was a ministering angel, the nearest 
thing to Florence Nightingale you could 
hope to find. It was as she finished at 
tending to the gash that I kissed her.” 

“Well, you shouldn't have kissed her. 

Again he scemed surprised. He said he 
had thought it rather a good idea. 

“But you're engaged to Madeline. 

“Ah, Madeline,” he said. “1 was about 
to touch on Madeline. Do you know how 
she reacted to my serious flesh wound? 
She espoused Bartholomew's cause. She 
said the whole thing was my fault. She 
accused me in set terms of having teased 
the little bounder. Do you know wi 
Madeline Bassetts trouble is? No heart, 
Lovely to look at, but nothing here,” he 
„ tapping the left side of his chest. 
"Are you aware that out of pure caprice 
she insists on my being a vegetarian? 
Oh, Jeeves told you, did he? Well, even 
a fellow with a brain like yours с 
derstand what that has meant to me, 
particularly when I was staying at Brink- 
ley Court. Night after night 1 had to 
fuse Anatole's unbeatable catables. And 
when 1 tell you that two nights in su 

(continued on page 146) 
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the playboy shirt-jacket 


‘introducing a double-duty design for the mobile man 


SR Casually correct as a daytime shirt for the driving male, 
this versatile innovation serves no less handsomely as 

а jacket at the lunch от cocktail hour, banishing the bother 
of changing into tie and sports coat while on the move. 
Designed i in breezy basket-weave colton hopsacking by PLAYBOY 
Fashion Director Robert L. Green, it features patch pockets, 
notched lapels, five button front, no vents, buttonless 
, detachable ascot (fastened to back of 
vith inside bution), by Bill Miller, $22 
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Имам _ (continued пот page 77) 


took а letter from Josephine out of his 
pocket. It had arrived the day before and 
he had concealed it, for fear of hurting 
Julia. И was typical of Josephine that she 
could not leave him alone, for the brief 
period of the honeymoon. Even her 
һа 
very neat, very small, in black ink the 
color of her hair. Julia was platinum-fair, 
How had he ever thought that black hair 
was beautiful? or been impatient to read. 
letters in black ink? 

“What's the letter, darling? I didn't 
know there had becn a post." 

“Ies from Josephine. It came yester- 


writing was now abhorrent to him — 


da: 


“But you haven't even opened it!" she 
exclaimed without a word of reproach. 
“I don't want to think about hei 
“But, darling, she may be ill.” 
“Not she.’ 
“Or in distress 
“She earns more with her fashion de- 
n I do with my stories." 
ng, lets be kind. We cai 
to be. We are so happy." 
So he opened the letter. It was affec- 
i nd uncomplaining and he read 
it with distaste. 


afford 


Dear Philip, 1 didn't want to be a 
death’shead at the reception, so T 
had no chance to say goodbye and 
wish you both the greatest possible 
happiness. 1 thought Julia looked 
terribly beautiful and so very very 
young. You must look after her 
carefully. I know how well you can 
do that, Philip dear. When I saw 
her, 1 couldn't help wondering why 
you took such a long time to make 
up your mind to leave me. Silly 
Philip. It’s much less painful to act 
quickly. 

1 don't suppose you are interested 
to hear about my activities now, but 
just in case you are worrying а little 
about me— you know what an old 
worrier you are—I want you to 
now that I'm working very hard 
at a whole series for—guess— the 
rench Vogue. ‘They are paying me 
a fortune in francs, and F simply 
have no time for unhappy thoughts. 
I've been back once— I hope you 
don't mind — to our apartment (slip 
of the tongue) because ГА lost a 
key sketch. I found it at the back of 
our communal drawer — the ideas 
bank, do you remember? I thought 
Td taken all my stuff away, but 
there it was between the leaves of 
the story you started that heavenly 
summer, and never finished, at Na- 
poule. Now I'm rambling on when 
all I really wanted to say was: Be 
happy both of you. Love, Josephine. 


ter handed the letter to Julia and 
id, "It could have been worse. 


“But would she like me to read it?” 

“Oh, из meant for both of us.” Again 
he thought how wonderful it was to have 
no secrets, There had been so many se 
crets during the last 10 years, even 
cent , for fear of misunderstanding, 
of Josephine's rage or silence. Now he 
had no fear of anything at all: he could 
have trusted even a guilty secret to 
Julia's sympathy and comprchension. He 
said, “I was a fool not to show you the 
letter yesterday. I'll never do anything 
like that ag; He tried to recall Spen- 
ser's line — "Port after stormie seas.” 

When Julia had finished reading the 
letter she said, “I think she's a wonderful 
woman. How very very sweet of her to 
write like that. You know I was — only 
now and then, of course — just a little 
bit worried about her. After all, / 
wouldn't like to lose you after 10 years." 
the taxi going back 
to Athens she said, “Were you very hap- 
py at Napoule?” 

“Yes. I suppose so. 1 don't remember. 
It wasn't like this.” 

With the antennae of a lover he could 

feel her moving away from him, though 
their shoulders still touched. The sun 
was bright on the road from Sunium, the 
warm sleepy loving siesta lay ahead, and 
Is anything the matter, dar- 
ed. 
... It's only . . . do you 
think one day you'll say the same about 
Athens as about Napoule, ‘I don't re- 
member, it wasn't like this?" 

"What a dear fool you are," he said 
and kissed her. After that they played a 
little in the taxi going back to Athens, 
and when the streets began to unroll she 
sat up and combed her hair. "You aren't 
really a cold man, are you?" she asked 
and he knew that all was right again. It 
was Josephine's fault that — momentarily 
— there had been a small division. 

When they got out of bed to have din- 
ner she said, "We must write to Jose- 
phine.” 

“Oh no!” 

“Darling, | know how you feel, but 
really it was a wonderful letter.” 

“A picture post card then.” 

So they agreed on that. 


Suddenly it was autumn when they a 
rived back in London —if not winter 
already, for there was ice in the rain fall. 
ing on the tarmac, and they had quite 
forgowen how early the lights came оп 
at home — passing Gillette and Lucozade 
and Smith's Crisps, and no view of the 
Parthenon anywhere. The B.O.A.C. post 
ers seemed more than usually sad — 
B.O.A.€. TARES YOU THERE AND BRINGS YOU 


BACK. 
“We'll put on 

soon as we get 

will be warm 


Ш the electric fires as 
и,” Carter said, 
no time at 


when they opened the door of the apart- 
ment they found the already 
alight. Little glows greeted them in thc 
twilight from the depths of the liv 
room and the bedroom. 
“Some f. 
“Not a fairy of 
He had already seen the envelope on the 
ece addressed in black ink to 
пет.” 
Julia read it aloud. 


“Dear Jul 


‚ you won't mind my 
calling you Julia. will you? I feel we 
have so much in common, having 
loved the same man. Today was so. 
icy-cold that I could not help think- 
ing of how you two were returning 
from the sun and the warmth to a 
cold flat. (I know how cold the Пас 
can be. I used to catch a chill every 
year when we came back from the 
south of France.) So I've done a very 
presumptuous thing. I've slipped in 
and put on the fires, but to show 
you that I'll never do such a thing 
again, I've hidden my key under the 
mat outside the front door. ats 
just in case your plane is held up in 
Rome or somewhere. I'll telephone 
the airport and if by some unlikely 
chance you haven't arri 
back and turn out the fires for safety. 
(and economy! the rates are awful). 
Wishing you a very warm cvening 
in your new home, love from Jose- 
рһіпе, P.S. I did notice that the 
сойсс jar was empty. so I've left a 
packet of Blue Mountain in the 
kitchen. It's the only colice Philip 
really cares for." 


"Well; Julia said laughing, "she does 
think of everything.” 

Т wish she'd just leave us alone,” Са 
ter said. 

“We wouldn't be warm like this, and 
we wouldn't have any coffee for break- 
fast." 


1 feel that she's lurking about the 
place and she'll walk 
Just when I'm kissing you. 


r. darling. After 
all, she's left her key under the mat.” 

“She might have had a dupli 
made." 

She dosed his mouth with another 
kiss. 

“Have you noticed how erotic 
plane makes you after a few hours?" Car- 
ter asked. 

"Yes." 

"I suppose it's the vibration." 

“Let's do something about it, darling. 

“TH just look under the mat first. To 
make sure she wasn’t lying. 


te 


air- 


age. So much so that. 
If for not having mar- 
ried before, forgetti e he 

(continued on page 136) 


g that that c 


HUNG JURY 


there couldn't be that much bad in a man who loved his child so much—or so they said 


AY THE END OF A DAY of glare and heat — sand devils dancing on ditch banks, leaves still and hushed on oaks, 
man and animal creeping beneath a baked sky with the movements of hibernation, of clotted blood — at the 
end of such a day, with the evening star already hung like a distant lamp in the west, a six-year-old girl named 
Rosa Belle Miller was run over by a car in front of her home in the village of Tobacco Grove. After the first 
joling grip of brakes, the car rolled on for several feet before the driver, not yet comprehending, perhaps, but 
horror already glazed upon his features, turned sharply off the street. The front bumper hit the trunk of 
an oak, not hard, gently, nuzzling. The engine died with a sound of choking. The driver's door was flung open. 
The driver, perhaps 20, whose unfinished face had suddenly aged, leaped out and ran back to Rosa Belle 
Miller. He knelt beside her. Already her blue dress was reddening at the collared yoke. Her long-lashed eyes 
were closed, but her lips were open. Her breathing stirred faintly the dust (continued on page 158) 
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HOW TO KEEP 
YOUR WIFE 

IN LOVE 
WITH YOU 


By SHEPHERD 
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The wife who loves you is harder working, more efficient. 


still more pointers on succeeding with women without really trying 


IT IS ANNOYING tO sp long months 
taining a wife only to have her leave 
you for another. 

You may believe that any sensible 
woman would want to stay with you for 
her own good. This is not always the 
case. Women are crea 
seldom making their decisions as we men 
do, on the basis of reason and logic. 

Remember, too, that the wife who 
loves you is harder working, more effi 
cient and more cheerful. 


ures of emotion, 


"MUST 1 LOVE HER, TOO?" 


Leave the gentle emotions to others. 
To keep your wife firmly in hand and 
soundly in love with you, you must act 
dearly, dispassionately and logically — 
something few men can do when their 
minds are confused with passion or 
softened by sentimentality. 

IE you love unwisely and too well, you 
may be startled — as so many are — to 
find that your wife has deserted you for 
another, less confused male. 

In short, have a clear head, a firm 
hand and а cool heart. 


BE SEXY 


"Though love 


not necessary, sex has a 
place in every marriage. 


(nore: If you are reading this arti- 
cle aloud by the fireside, skip the 
next few paragraphs. It is also recom 
mended that you either place the 


magazine on a high shelf, or snip out 
these passages. They are not in- 
tended for young ears.) 


The subde distinctions between love 
and sex we will leave to other, more inci- 
sive pens, and get on to the practical in- 
struction. 


IT 15 YOUR MIND THAT MATTERS 


The trim, hard-musced physique is a 
finc asset, to be sure, but in sex it is the 
mind that really matters. 

The physical aspects are childishly sim- 
ple and can be mastered by any school- 
boy. They are far less difficult to perfect 
than, say, a good approach shot, or a 


strategy and tac 
tics, are not so si here that 
real competence is developed, here where 
the men are separated from the boys. 


BE CONFIDENT, 


You must never doubt that you are the 
most desirable man in the world. This 
idea will seem ludicrous to you at first, 
but keep at it. Millions of men have ac 
cepted it easily, and so can you. 

Give her the impression that she is 
lucky to be with you, that you are, some- 
how, doing her a favor, and that it can- 
not last. 


FLATTER 


ER 
The object of really skillful flattery is 


to show that you do appreciate her, that 
in fact she almost comes up to your ex- 
acting standards. 

In short, create the impression that she 
is probably the most desirable girl in the 
world—but that you haven't quite 
stopped looking. 

Flatter a woman only on her good 
points. She will know what they are, and 
it must be assumed that by this time so 
will you. A woman with good eyes, hair, 
breasts or legs will know it, and can 
casily swallow the statement that they are 
the most beautiful the world. 

A word of caution, however. Uncon- 
trolled flattery is bad, can backfire and 
make a woman feel she is too good for 
you. Controlled flattery not only pre- 
serves the right balance, but can lead to 
self-improvement. 


“Your legs are lovely, dear, Proba- 
bly the best in the country — below 
the knecs. 

“What's th 
» Davi 
Did 1 say anyth 
Phoeb?” 
“Davie, don’t you dare leave me 
ig here cut off at the knees! If 
my hips are too fat, say so!” 

(Deep in her heart every woman 
knows her own shortcomings.) 

"You said so, sweet, not I. I like 
you just the way you arc." 

(continued on page 155) 
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ng was the mat- 


"Some poor devils can't make a go of anything." 
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“Pm hurt, darling — 
you haven't euen noticed 
I'm wearing the new 
cuff links you gave me." 


d 


Ribald Classic 


from the Heptaméron of Marguerite of ? 


Navarre 


A MATTER OF SIMPLE DUPLICITY 


THERE LIVED IN THE COUNTY OF ALLETZ а man 
named Bornet, whose ardor for his wife had 
lerably through their years of 
we. Accordingly, he had become interested 
п one of his r. because he 
valued highly the esteem of his neighbors, and 
because he knew that they would not look favor- 
ably upon such an activity, he knew not how to 
approach the matter. 
g next door to Bornet was a man named 
I their friendship was such that they 
in common except age, for the 


lessened cons 


marri: 


idser 


neighbor was 15 ycars Bornet's junior. Nonc- 
theless, he confided in the you 1 to the 
king his assistance in the project. 

As they р d, Sandras, who himself had 
no difficulty ttracting women, would con- 
front the т a rendezvous in a dark 
place where his identity would not be apparent 
and then inform Bomet. When the time came. 
Bornet would meet the maid, take his pleasures 
and depart, on the pretense of requir 
of water. Then Sandras would return 
ell of the ple: he had earned. 

The young man carried out all details of the 
plan to the letter and announced the rendezvous 
to Bonet. What neither of them knew, however, 
was that the maid shared confidences with 
Bormes wife and suspected all along that 
Sandras ting only as the former's agent. 

Consequently, the two women decided that 
the maid, on the day of the rendezvous. would 
absent herself and Bornet's wife would take her 


adr 
nd ava 


place. When Bornet arrived she would make hei 
identity known and accuse him of infidelity. 
On the appointed night, Bornet's wife took 
her position in a closet which had been selected 
the meeting place and Bornet arrived and 


made love to her. Just as she was about to 


announce her identity, however, he informed 
her of his supposed thirst and promised to 
тешип, Since Bornet's powers were the w 
ones of one who has long been married. 
decided to withhold the revelation until she 
was able to sample his capabilities once his 


thirst had been slaked. One can readily im 
her surprise upon the appearance of S; 
for he made love with a zest and vitality pre 
viously not experienced by her. When the 
pleasure had subsided, she lighted a candle and 
prepared to ассизе her husband. When she and 
Sandras recognized each other there was по alter 
native but for each to tell the complete truth. 

Naturally. they agreed, there would be no 
point in denying each other that which they cach 
enjoyed so thoroughly, as long as Bornet was 
so cooperative in their scheme of activities 
"Therefore, they decided to schedule many future 
iments, all on the basis of the last. And 
was done. Bornet never learned the truth of 
the matter, and never did he cease to be amazed 
at his wife's inability to learn of his activities. He 
also could not understand the pleasant ch: 
her disposition. And. strangely, none of those 
involved saw fit to explain to him. 


— Retold by Paul J. Gilleue EB 
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WILLIAM CLAXTON 


HENRY MANCINI swinging sultan of the sound track 


THE FOUR CHARACTERS STRUNG OUT behind filmdom's current musical miracle worker, Henry Mancit 
(Breakfast at Tiffany's Holly Golightly, private eye Peter Gunn, Hatari!’s white hunter Sean Mercer 
and professional gambler Му. Lucky), are striking symbols of maestro Mancini's video-movie-LP— 
sound-track success story. Back in movies to stay after three years on the TV-series treadmill — his 
test eflort, Days of Wine and Roses, will be followed by a pair of mystery-comedies, Pink Panther 
and Charade — Mancini had once toiled for six years and through 100 films in Universal-Interna- 
tion ibors at U-I were rarely vintage) before teaming up with 
s formula for his vinyl smashes — LP. sales of his movie and 


J's musical vine 


ds (the fruits of hi: 
Peter Gunn's Blake Edwards. Мапа 
TV themes measure in the milli 


sound tracks, he 
ent jazz musicians, unencumbered by 


И some critics were inclined to dismiss Mancini's 
unn and Mr, Luck: i 


plot 


musica 
wrought out of a jazzed-up, dram beat, they wei 
poignantly lyrical Moon River, written with Johnny Mercer, and the sc 
cornered the 1962 Oscar market, while last ye 
saw Mancini carry home five mantel decorations. An im: 
made use of a Hammond organ (Mr. Lucky), a harmonica (Moon River), an ашоватр (Experiment 
in Terror) and ап untuned piano and calliope for Hatari!, the 38-year-old Mancini may take his bag 
of tricks to Broadway. I he does, it's a good bet theater audiences will exit humming his melodies. 


bow 


success of Peter 


fier the phenome а ones 


idles 


ven by the recording industry, 
strumental innovator who has 


STAN MALINOWSKI 


RICHARD HUNT genius of the junkyard 


WIELDING AN ACETYLENE TORCH in the backroom of a Chicago barn, 


27-year-old Richard Hunt molds twisted steel into some of the most 
impressive sculpture in America, for he is a man determined to 
forge in the smithy of his soul “the undetermined conscience" of 


his race. Acclaimed even before his first one-man show in 1956 (his 
third opens February 25th at the Alan Gallery in New York), Hunt 
today is recognized as the Midwest's foremost young sculptor in metal. 
His tools: a welder's torch, a grinder, a vise, a hack of 
pli таш and а ballpeen hammer. His materials: the wreck of 
а car, а broken bicycle, ап egg beater, a tortured piece of pipe and 
other impedimenta from a dozen junkyards. With this 20th Century 
flotsam he has created а st Ibsiract masses that е an obscure 
hip to an anatomy of grotesque limbs, joints 
nd turns. Steel Figure — 59 (right) а bizarre 
parody of the human form, expressing, he says. "the fusion of 
motion." Spatial Theme, a figure constructed from a bicycle 
handle bar, a table leg, parts of a stroller and other tubular elements, 
nidless motion.” OT himself, he says simply: “I try to convey 
n insight into our times.” Hunt was born on Chicago's teeming 
South Side, the son of a barber. He began to paint at cight and joined 
the Junior School of the Art Institute of Chicago at 13. In 1953 һе 
transferred to the Institute itself and there was smitten by the convo. 
luted forms of Julio Gonzalez, the Catalonian art pioneer who wa 
among the first 10 conceive the idea of welding metal into sculpture. 
Three years later Hunt's winged pipes, rods and brica-brac were first 
displayed in a gallery, and since then they have been exhibited in 
leries in the U. S. and abroad. Today his work 
represented in the permanent collections of the Museum of Modern 
Art in New York, the Art Institute in Chicago, and Cleveland Mu- 
scum. То his agent-mentor, B. С. Holland of Chicago, Hunt's early 
flowering is exceptional. "Painters are sprinters,” says Holland. "But 
sculptors usually develop late — like marathon runners. Richard is 
most ui * To which Hunt appends: “I must work fast. Any 
artist, par уа Negro. has a responsibility to locate the truth. 


BOBBY FISCHER knight errant, heir apparent 


ASIDE FROM SONNY LISTON, no Ameri 


an champion has ever endured 
а worse press than 19-year-old Robert J. "Bobby" Fischer. who 
romped of] with the U. S. chess title at the age of 14 and held it for 
four years before retiring undefeated. Accustomed to being labeled 
“egotistical,” "rude," “ungrateful” and “impolite,” Fischer has a 
ready explanation for his poor public image: “The people who inter- 
view me know very little about chess зо they are forced to dwell o 
my personal ‘problems.’ Actually, Fischer's "problems" are scarcely 
dillerent from those of any teenager who has won fame before 
gaining a sense of identity. His monumental immodesty (he has often 
been quoted as saving he is one of history's greatest players) is the nat- 
ural result of his success in vanquishing his elders. But no one belittles 
Master Fischer's unconventionally aggressive style of play. “He has, 
says L A. Horowitz, editor-publisher of Chess Review, “divine affatus 
the breath of the pned the game from 
» older yk of nothing else by the 
ne he was 10. and at the age of 12 was bj il of checkmates 
nks of the prestigious Manhattan Chess Club. 
Like many chess masters, he is no eclectic genius: he detested school 
and quit at 16 to carn а modest living as а tournament pro, Although 
he daims outside interests (movies, clothes, good lood, travel and 
mistry). chess dominates his life. His small Brooklyn aparunent is 
ed with chess books, boards and trophies. He has as yet only a 
faint interest in females. ("Girls аге зе ny woman 
.") But time is round 


мет when he was six, could thi 


ar-old world champion, 


Mikha le à pure blunder.” The blunder has ра 


anik: "En 


MARVIN KONER 


"Y'know, it's a funny thing...y'all look more like a 
fisherman than any man I've ever seen. When I first laid eyes on you, I 
said to myself, 'Now there's a fisherman!' I says..." 


girls flock down here... 
in April those office girls 
come down here...in 
January the rich wives show 
up...in June it's the 
Schoolteachers. 
A real prostitute 
doesn't stand a 
chance anymore!" 


silverstein in miami 


De 
т, 


plaubow's peripatetic beard beards florida's florid playground 


Feigning indifference to Miami's natural beauties, shaggy Shel ignites a cigar in the pool crea of the Fontoinebleau Hotel. 


Shel Silverstein, rLaysoy's wandering minstrel of the sketch board, recently 

trekked to Miami Beach to research and relish the palm-fringed benefits of 
that land flowing with mink and honeys. Venturing forth from his Fontainebleau 
Hotel base, Shel first observed at close hand the storied playground and its sun and sand, 
bars and boites, fur-bearing females and go-for-baroque architecture. Then, having soaked 
up sufficient local color and Planter's Punch, our bushy chronicler set up his unjaded 
palette and recorded these wry impressions of Florida's phantasmagorial gold coast. 


& Lurene A Jue of suntan lotion and whistling Moon Over you-know-what, 


"Well, I can teach you to water-ski in about "H'mm, 103 degrees... 
two days and I can probably teach you to ski almost too warm 
with her on your shoulders in about for my mink." 
a week, but to do that on water skis... 
that might take quite a while.. 


"You see, if a girl has a nice tan, that means she gets out to 
the pool early in the morning, which means she wasn't out late the 
night before, which means she hasn't met any 
boys, which means her whole vacation has 
been wasted. So if a girl's got 
a great tan, she's in big trouble!" 


"So I decided that 
instead of wasting 
my money on 
& week in a dumpy 
hotel, I'd invest 
it all on one day 
in the best 
hotel—so I have 
till four o'clock 
to find a 
husband—that's 
check-out time." 


An oppreciative clutch of Bunnies is all eors 
аз our hirsute cartoonist explains his manly art 
within the confines of the Miami Playboy Club. 


"Well, if the Cubans did shoot rockets over here, 
don't you think they'd wait until the off season?" 


"First I heard he was 
single, so I wanted to meet 
him...then someone said 
he was a Cuban, so I 
didn't want to meet nim... 
then somebody else said 
he was Jewish, so I 
wanted to meet him...then 
somebody said he was 
a rabbi, so I really wanted 
to meet him...but then 
I found out he's a cartoonist, 

So to hell with him!" 


"Look—why should we give you a complimentary 
room? You've already drawn 
our botel into one of your 
cartoons. We've already got 
our publicity—absolutely free!" 


= аш 
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"So we arrive at our hotel, 
but as soon as we get unpacked, 
we hear there's a newer hotel 
over on Collins Avenue. So we 
move over there, but before 
we're unpacked, we hear that there's 
a newer hotel right up the 
Street. So we move over there, 
but before we even get 
our luggage up to the room..." 


Striking o pose à la Hemingway, Shel occupies о sport fisherman's fighting choir while pitting his brown against 
а 90-Ib. sailfish, then treads the boards on a woter-skiing jaunt up ond down the blue waters of Biscayne Bay. 


"Well, just because a 
woman is a grandmother, 
give me one good 
reason why she has 
to dress like an old 
lady...give me one 
good геазоп...!" 


BRANDY 


cognac. The ruling is reasonable since 
all cognacs, including the greatest, arc 
blends of diff tages transformed 
by different tions of different 
mixing their artful blends, 
masters will choose 
another for virility, 
finesse. Naturally, a superb 
ac contains more liquid age than 
youth. One sagacious brandyman, when 
asked for the perfect age of a cognac, 
said it was the same as that for а woman 
(as opposed to a girl) — somewhere be- 
tween 25 and 10. Brandy connoisseurs 
all rs of immortality be- 
yond the age of 50 begin to slip in qual- 
Stories claiming that a particular 
ic was taken from Napoleon's foot 
locker are so much romantic nonsense. 
In the cellars of the old cognac houses, 
y be a cask here and there con- 
dred years old, but 
these h 
most of the glory has literally gone with 
the ye: Remember that cog only 
es in the wood, never in Ше bottle. 
ге 
is, use it. It will never attain а greater 
quality. Once opened, don't keep it too 
long. Frequent uncorki ally will 
cuse it to lose its origi 


(continued from page 82) 


ages, In 
the 
for mellowness, 


cognac one 


another for 


al glow. 
You may confidently forget all about 


stirs, initials and other identification tags 
when you buy сє ing the labels 
of the old eminent brandy shippers. 
Generally speaking, price is one of the 
better vardsticks. Two others are equally 
dependable — your nose and mouth, In 
the last analysis, cognac can be properly 
assessed only as it trickles drop by drop 
down your throat. You should find you 
self not only drinking it, but drinking 
to it. 

Cognac, the br 
old home, the countryside astride the. 
Charente and Gironde rivers of which 
the little sleepy town of Cognac is the 
center. It's one of the few places left in 
France where wolves are still hunted. 
Sixty-four thousand grape growers, each 
with his little plot of land, toil under 
an eerily calm light in a land saturated 
with more sun than any other grape re- 
gion in France. Pot stills, kept under 
government lock and key when the dis 
tilling season is over, are identical with 
those used three centuries ago. An odd 
freak of nature makes the otherwise 
unfriendly soil just about perfect for 
ng the tart grapes that turn into 
d eventually aged 
t as the grapes 


by Limousin 


que as its 


grow 


sh wine 


forest. in which the cognac is put to 
sleep. So heady are the vapors around the 


ancient bi ks that workmen we 


dy 


124 safety belts to keep them from tumbling 


into the vats. No railroad has ever been 
permitted to go imo the Cognac reg 
The old distillers feared that a spark 
might accidentally cause the whole coun- 
le to flambée, for — during its long 
tion — enough brandy is released 
as fumes into the air each day to provide 
cognac for all 


NON-CO 


hone can 
h with co- 


The one French brandy wl 
talk about in the same bre 
gnac is Armagnac. Distilled from the very 
пе grapes grown in the Cı n. 
turns out to be a very different cau de 
vie. Its home is Gascony, birthplace of 
D'Artagnan, and it was, naturally, 
favorite tipple. Not only is the earth of 


tomar 


gnac, although in the pantheon 
spirits, is somewhat 
gent than cog 
ppeal to the brandy faithful in both 
France and the English-speaking coun- 
wies While D'Artagnan and his fellow 
musketeers used to praise it for its aphro- 
disiac qualities, modern natives of Gas- 
cony tke a more sophisticated view of 
its effects. Instead of guzzling from over- 
size tankards, they like to sip their brandy 
ter it’s been swirled rmed cups, 
just emptied of hot coffee, to rouse 
heady dark 
Mare, а common brandy in France, is 
distilled from the stems and skins of 
grapes. It has a woody, peasanty flavor. 
Although you aren't likely to find it at 
your corner liquor store, you can expect 
to meet it in many bistros if you travel 
п France. Other ich grape brandies 
exported to this country acc light-tasting 
id excellent for mixing purposes. 
German brandies from the valley of 
the Rhine are superb distillates with a 
atly sweet accent due to the fact that 
the Rhenish grapes are left on the vine 
longer than the French. German brandy 
is not only an after-dinner drink but en- 
joys a reputation — among the hearty — 
as а pre-breakfast potarion for those in 
need of a vigorous pick-me-up. The Ger- 
man of our prairie oyster is 
ndy poured over herring strips and 
gg yolks, and is eaten like a salad 
While the bestknown ambassadors of 
Spain and Portugal are sherry and port, 
cach country has always produced bran- 
dies as fortifiers for their wines. Spanish 
brandy is soft, dark and reminds you ever 
so slightly of the flavor of sherry. Portu- 
guese brandy has its own bouquet and 
у iscent of port wi 
аха from Greece, the richest tast 
of all brandies, made from the sw 
muscat grape, is almost a sem 
It’s not surprising to find m 


great 
rder and more pun- 
с but still has immense 


ES 


s 
ma. 


version 


best metropolitan b; ing California 
brandy as a mixer. California brandy 
never aspires to the subtleties of а co- 
gnac, but y seems 
to make it just right for stingers, sidecars 
and other brandy concoctions. It should 
be pointed out that the socalled fruit 
flavored brandies bottled in this country 
are not true brandies but liqueurs with 
a brandy base. 

In South America, a Peruvian brandy 
called Pisco is distilled from the muscat 
grape. Us made into а brandy 
sour. Pisco Punch. Aged in clay jars for 
a short period, it will give you a sensa- 
tion somewhat akin to touching a third 
тай. 


"WHITE FRUIT BRANDIES 


Great brandies arer 1 der 
ithin a grapeskin, Superb dis- 
tillations, extracted from other fruits, ave 
generally white, fiery and unaged in order 
to preserve their straight fruity essence. 
Usually, not a trace of sugar is apparent. 
They're fine for flambés and make an 
exciting obbligato to a cheese platter, or 
fruit bowl and may be enjoyed with cof- 
fee, im coffee or after coftee. The most 
noted is kirsch or kirschwasser, а white 
ady made of cherr 


the meat 


1 Alsace аге all homes of kirsch. 
Crushed plums are used to make Quetsch 
pelle in France 
tral Europe. The latter is an excep- 
tion to the no-aging rule and develops a 


nd Slivovitz in 


light golden aura alter six or eight years 
n the wood. The lush flavor of red rasp- 


berries is drawn into framboise in 
France and Himbeergeist in Germ 
One of the most delightful and most re- 
cent white brandies to appear in 
country is Birnenbrand, a pear сан de 
from Switzerland. Through some sorcery 
its pear aroma is much richer than that 
of the fruit itself. 


this 


a 


APPLE BRANDY 


Long before George Washington wrote 
to Samucl ng for his apple 
ady recip s were distilli 
what we now call applejack. Currently 

ха cockt it is famed par- 
у ack rose. Its 
ich. counterpart, calvados. is 
andial potation. Applejac 
aged, keeps a. vivid perfume of 
Calvados retains only the sub- 
uest hint of the fruit, perhaps because 
of its longer aging. 


used 


suave 


MISE EN SCENE 


Tasters in the old brandy houses of 
the Charente prefer a simple tulip- 
shaped glass rather than the brandy in- 
haler which, they feel, creates almost too 
intense an aroma. For professional Ы 
dymen, snilfing all day long, this may be 
true. But to those for whom the after- 


dinner brandy is the epitome of convi 
jality, the snifter seems the superior 
vessel for brandy contemplation. A single 
jigger of brandy should be poured into 
the glass and set into а lazy whirl while 
your hand coddles the glass to make the 
aroma grow. The praci 
brandy glass over a low flame 
ommended; if overdone, it will damage 
the flavor of a fine brandy. 

One of the coolest ways of presenting a 
white fruit brandy is to surround it with 
an ice pillar. First, place the brandy 
e paper carton, fill the 
container two thirds with water, and 
t in the freezer. Before pouring the 
‚ tear off the carton, leaving the 
+ covered with an impressive robe 


dy is amazingly versatile. High- 
balls, on the rocks, alexanders, sidecars 
d stingers are all brandy classics. For 
more imaginative ways of unbending at 
your bar, try the following brandy con- 
coctions. The word brandy in a drink 
recipe means any well-mixing grape 
brandy. 

All recipes are for one dri 


nk. 


BRANDY MELBA 


114 ozs. brandy 

4 oz. peach liqueur 

14 oz. raspberry liqueur 

V oz. lemon juice 

2 dashes orange bitters 

1 slice brandied peach 

Into a cocktail shaker with ice pour 
the brandy, peach liqueur, raspberry 
queur, lemon juice and orange bitters. 
Shake well and strain into prechilled 
cocktail glass. Add the brandicd peach 
slice. 


BLACK FOREST COCKTAIL 


1 oz. kirsch 

% oz. brandy 
1 oz. grapefruit juice 
34 teaspoon su; 
Brandied cherry 
Put the kirsch, bı 


ady, grapefruit juice 
and sugar in a cocktail shaker with icc. 
Shake well and strain into prechilled 
cocktail glass. Add the brandied cherry. 


FROZEN BRANDY FLIP 


1% ozs. brandy 
1 oz. rum 


1 egg yolk 

ү oz. lemon juice 

114 teaspoons sugar 

Yo cup cracked ice 

Put all ingredients in electric blender. 
Blend 15 to 20 seconds. 


BRANDY CASSIS 


2 oz. brandy 
Y4 oz. crème de cassis 

1 oz. lemon juice 

Lemon peel 

In a cocktail shaker with ice pour the 
and lemon juice. 
nto prechilled cock- 
t the lemon peel over the 


drink and drop it into the glass. 
Whether you take your br. 


ady neat or 


in a [elicitously compounded mixed 
drink, you'll find nothing more condu- 
cive to after-dinner delectations and dia- 
lectics, A bottle of brandy’s pervasive 
presence at a téte-2-téte will warmly dis- 
prove the ancient adage that three's a 


crowd. 
Ba 


PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY 


flow of alcohol; the general administra- 
tion of justice was hampered by the over- 
flowing courts and prisons cluttered with 
Prohibit secret dens of vice, 
much more difficult to control, replaced 
the open saloons of yesteryeai 
viously respectable, law. 
flaunted law enforcement. 

In the Borah-Butler debate in Boston 
n 1927, Dr. Nicholas Murray Butler 
gued: “The [8th Amendment must 
come out of the Constitution, because it 
does not belong there, It affronts and 
disfigures it. It contradicts every principle 
upon which the Constitution rests, and 
the dilliculties, the embarrassments, the 
shocking scenes reported daily from every 
part of the land are the natural and 
necessary result of the inner contradic- 
tion that has been set up between the 
Constitution, as it was, and the 18th 
Amendment added to it in 1919. . . . 
Ve talk of law enforcement. You - 
not enforce conflicting laws — something 
must give way; and, when it is the [8th 
Amendment and the legislation based 
upon it on the one hand and the whole 
body of the Constitution, the Bill of 
Rights, the whole of political English 


n cases: 


and American history on the other, 
e to give 


which do you suppose will h 
мау? It must be this new and 
clement in our public law. 


the time of the Presidential election of 
1932 and national Prohibition came to 


an end December of 1933. Its major 


(continued from page 60) 


s are still evident, however — some 
30 years later. The general disrespect 
which a great many Americans still have 
for their laws and for local law enforce- 
ment agents is the direct result of the 
lawlessness in which the ordinary citizen 
participated during Prohibi ıd the 
well-organized criminal gangs that devel- 
oped to supply the dem; 
liquor used. their organizations and. the 
millions of dollars in profit they gained 
from that “Noble Experiment" to build 
n impregnable crime empire that law 
enforcement officers, at the Federal, state 
and local levels, seem at a loss to cope 
with today. 

Prohibitio: n опе form or another, 
still exists in many parts of these United 
States. Whatever benefit these commu 
nities — and some entire states — believ 


sca 


they are reaping as a result must bc 
wei inst the very real damage to 
law, ıt and public morality 
that the daily flaunting of prohibition 


produces. The hypocrisy that accompa- 
nies such legislation is somctimes beyond 
belief, as governmental bodies execute 
and enforce laws while simultaneously 
evolving complicated systems for circum- 
venting the laws’ intentions. 

And as we have already observed, 
when religion rather than reason dic- 
tates legislation, do not expect logic with 
your law: On Sunday, in the largest city 
in the land, it is perfectly permissible 
to drink in public in any of several thou- 


sand clubs or bars (after one г.м.), but 
you cannot purchase a packaged bottle 
of liquor in order to drink in the pi 
vacy of your own homi 

In much of what we have written this 
month, it may have scemed that we have 

ule regard for the religious side of lif 
Nothing could be further from the truth. 
Life could be a very bleak and empty 
experience without faith and hope to fill 
the black void of the unknown. 

What we oppose is any man's attempt 
to force his faith upon others. Re 
should be a personal matter between 
man and God: it has nothing to do with 
man's relationship with government. 
They must be kept separate — totally 
separate —and apart. If they are not. 
man will not long remain fı 


apa 


Because of the unexpectedly heavy 
response to "The Playboy Philosophy,” 
we have revised our original plans re- 
garding length to permit a fuller and 
more thorough exploration of the sub- 
ject. Thus, topics previously announced 
have been deferred to later issues. Next 
month Editor-Publisher Hugh M. Hefner 
completes his probing of American re- 
ligion and government with a considera- 
tion of Puritanism's influence on sexual 
behavior, censorship, birth control and 
abortion, after which, he delves into 
PLAYBOY'S sometimes misunderstood atti- 
tude towards women, the shifling roles 
of the male and female in modern Amer- 
ica and the dangers he foresees in our 
drift towards an Asexual Society. 
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LITTLE WORLD OF STAN FREBERG = (continued from page 98) 


au of Gypsy 


So effective was the campaign that 
The New York Times dispatched a Bos- 
ger to Woburn inquiring about 
the issues, and the gypsies 
g bonfires on the Salada parking 
the hoax was discovered. "The 
whole purpose of this thing was to get 
people involved, worrying about the gyp- 
s. worrying about the making of tea,” 
Freberg admits, “Salada has now become 
an interesting product to think about.” 
Sales sta "dicate buyers are think- 
ing six figures harder than ever before. 
Flushed with success, the Salada peo- 
ple recently commissioned. Freberg to 
mount still another frontal assault on 
archrival beverage. Offering а 


s 


n explanation for its unflinching 
исе to the word "cotfec," one of 
new ads proclaimed, "We so on the 


theory that if you bring a subject like 
coffee right out into the open, people 
will be less curious about it, and even- 
tually lose interest in it. So you'll ne 
catch us referring to the other side as 
‘Brand X. or ‘the expensive brew.’ All it 
an do is get Salada Tea into a lot of hot 
water. We hope so." Another 
played the full-page photo of an apothe- 
(labeled rra) filled with coffee 

а the boldface hi 
ANNOUNCING SALADA TEA COMPANY'S 
ТОТИ ANNIVERSARY COFFEE REAN GUESSING. 
BEE. Whoever was astute enough to sub- 
mit the closest mate to the correct 
number of beans in the jar would w 
sterling silver tea service, а year’s supply 
of Salada Tea, the apothecary jar and 
the coffee beans” — for which such uses 
as “makin апа, nd "running 
through your are helpfully sug- 
gested. In a small footnote. the ad ex- 


тие. 


plained, for the interest of those who 
care 


about such things, “If you're won- 
ng why coffee beans, just try counting 


Such 
ated 
co-authored hi 
Tomato Paste in 


ispired 
most Frebe 


has punctu- 
s since he 
first jingle for Contadina 
56, Who Puts Eight 
Great Tomatoes in That Little Bitty 
Can?, a [ootstomping ditty that trig- 
gered such a run on Contadina that the 
competition forced to slash 
prices. Charged with advertising Nucoa 
Margarine to 15,000,000 complacent New 
Yorkers, Freberg bought 567 radio spots 


was twice 


and 57 newspaper ads to introduce 
Dudley, an obtuse skywriting pilot 


scheduled to perform high above M. 
hattan daily at noon. Freberg’s charming 
charade was to Dudley misspell 
Nucoa for the four days, e4 


first 
Noops, Мис. Necas, Mother, and 


finally coi through with a flourish on 
the fifth. Trouble was that New Yor 
was socked in with low clouds for the 


k of Dudley's doodling and 


gawkers never saw the message. Freberg 
later used the same idea effectively for 
Butter-Nut in L.A. In retrospect, he 
ice place to visit, 
t to skywrite there. 
creative outbursts, Freberg 
has adorned an Army officer's epaulets 
with stars made of Cheerios (the actor 
Hed veral Mills), shepherded 
sheep through а Nytol (sleep in- 
ducer) segment, recorded a singing dog 
about paper towels, and scripted 
pany melodramas à la Shake- 
speare, Tennessee Williams and Verd 
The opera aping starred a facsimile Mil- 
ion Cross translating a vital ari 
“Oh, boy, we have found the skimmed 
К of human kindness." Freberg's TV 
Guide spots сапог have retarded. the 
azine’s newly realized. 8,000,000. cir- 
culation, And more than any recent sor- 
or his disgust with Madiso 
Avenue phrasemaking. "Only TV Guide 
gives you extra. pages. stronger staples,” 
them. “See that quarter- 
inch recess from the staples to the edge 
of the listings thing? That's the quarter 
nch that makes the big dillerence. ТИ 
Guide has it at both ends: got the stor 
got the listings. So sit back and smoke, 
er, read TV Guide, Outstanding, and 
ap." Freberg relished the ТИ 
Guide assignment. “The things I like the 
best are the ones in which I take the 
part of the abused listener or viewer at 
home. I blow the whistle on outrageous 
claims, I figure I'm enabling millions of 
people to live vicariously. They have 
wanted to holler at the set and say: ‘Big 
deal” They identify with it and they 
love it.” 

Because his messages did с 
commercials, disc jockeys зе Шу identi- 
fied, too, and began slipping in Freberg 
spots for free, much to the consternation 
of local account executives. At stations 
in Salt Lake City, Boston and Phoen 
half-hour gallimaufries of Freberg fa 
s were slotted like regular programs 
to Butter Nut coffee, Omaha!, 
"o the Top 40 tunes on Los 
Angeles radio and ultimately а special 
pitol Records single was issued to 
capitalize on the growing ground swell. 
Citizens of the real Omaha invited F 
berg to conduct the 7-picce Omaha 
Symphony Orchestra in the inspi 
sales pitch. He did so, after hay 
zed by a N 
uncunny n 


intones one ol 


sound. 


vor- 


aska mas- 
Freberg 


ner 


commercials were developi wide: 
spread. accepi s ol hit 
single records ties. 


ar-old son 
h Baptist minister, 
ed banjoist-harmonica player 
rope twirler with Red Fox and His Mu- 
sical Hounds when he recorded John 
and Marsha in 1951. A spoof of soap 


of 
sandy-hai 


was а 


operas, the only dialog consisted of a 
woman (Frebem) o ly wailing 
“John” and a man (also Freberg) 
“Marsha” while treacly organ music and 
dripping violins crescendoed in the back- 
ound, The record sold 250,000 copies 
И was banned 
adio networks because of 
"youn and MARSHA 
laced MEN and WOMEN over countless 
-room doorways and Freberg was on 
his way 

А year later Stan heard a Johnnie Ray 
record, figured "the whole damn istry 
big wailing wall," 
collaborated with Ruby Raksin 
(composer of the notable You Can Take 
My Love and Shove It Up Your Heart) 


sug- 


gestive lyr 


ns 


is turning into onc 


and 


to write the Ray lampoon, Try. Wildly 
sobbing, gurgling, gulping and wailing, 


терети wept his way through the lyric 
“If you're happy and your eyes are al- 
ways dry,/Don't you know that it’s the 
style to sob amd sigh?/Singers do it, 
crowds do it, even lite white clouds do 
it./ You, ppy if you taa- 
y!" Capitol Records was swamped by 
phone calls from outraged Ray rooters. 

This response was ni; Фу compared 
to the tumult that greeted St. George 
and the Dragonet and Little Blue Riding 
Hood, both broad burlesques of the те- 
nowned Dragnet television show. Within 
three weeks 900.000 pressings of the 
double-barreled hit had been sold. 

Soon it became autom 
to turn out ог irical record after 
another. Some prime examples: Wun- 
пей, Wunnerful: C'est Si Воп: The 
Banana Boat Song; Yellow Rose of 
Texas; Wide Screen Mama Blues; Rock 
Around Stephen Foster and. Heartbreak 
Hotel. То tubthump the fuer, a 
dling of Presley, Freberg inundated the 
press with do-it-yourself sideburn kits 
four shades — ash blond, lı 
nd greasy black 

With record royalt 
comedian agreed to a concert tour of 
Australia 1956. commencing thre 
days before the Melbourne Olympics. 


too, can be unl 


tic for Freberg 


è hit si 


иг; 


s clinking in, the 


He arrived Down Under a week iu ad- 
vance to case the local scene "so I could 
satirize Ihem instead of bi ng over 


Lockheed Aircraft јо 
that а torch-beari 
runners was strid 
and decided to 


Freberg heard 
relay of Olympic 
g toward Melbourne 
ke a bodacious 
чаисе into vast Melbourne Stadium by 
run up the blazin 
Olympic torch. “This is possibly the big 
gh 1 ever got in my lile," he 
“After | reached the platform 
tthe mc's cigar with my torch (he 
was fumbling for a match) and got a 


aisle with a 


second laugh, You have never heard. а 
sound like 14,000 Australians im an 
amphitheater cheering you. It’s like a 


roar of the ocean. It’s so invigorating 
you want to stay up there and entertain 


them for four solid hours" Freberg 
didn't s t long, though he did 


SEAGRAM DISTILLERS COMPANY. N.Y.C. 90 PROOF. DISTILLED ORY GIN. DISTILLED FROM AMERICAN GRAIN. 


“It’s great!" ‘And you said “How did you...2" “Тһе gin, my love. 
/ couldn't make Look at the gin.’ 
a good martini.” 


Yes, look at the gin. 
If it's Seagram's, you can see it's amber dry 
One sip—and you'll know that this is, by far, 
the dryest gin you've ever tasted. Bone dry. Sahara dry. 
Come to think of it: 
aren't you feeling a little dry yourself right now? 
SEAGRAM'S EXTRA DRY GIN BELONGS WITH GRACIOUS LIVING. * 
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“And to think that you were sent here specifica ally to 
aid us with our overpopulation problem. 


linger long enough to try his Try rou- 
tine. “I ripped my shirt to shreds and 
threw the pieces to the audience," he 
says. “They fought over them. They even 
ripped my tic off my neck on the stree 
I'm a star of great magnitude there 
much more so than I will ever be 
this country" In those pretelevision 
times, record-happy Australians enabled 
Freberg to set box-office marks that su 
passed Bob Hope's and Frank Sinatra's 
His tour was extended from 8 to 26 days 
and he played to as many as 39,000 cus- 
ily. 

Back in the United States, his luster 
had not dimmed. Perhaps his most acer- 
bic record, Green Chri$tma$, was re- 
leased late in 1958 and in short order 
both the CBS and NBC radio networks 
ed it, as did scores of independent 
ions. Tt was a scathing, bull'seye at- 
tack on the overcommercialization of 
Christmas that lasted nearly seven min- 
utes and lambasted mercenary advertisers 
to a turn. At an advertising powwow a 
i latest 


ms, one saying "Merry Christ 


mas,” the other “Less Tars.” "On the 
fourth day of Christmas," a chorus ha 
monizes, "my true love gave to me, four 


bars of soap. three cans of peas, two 
breakfast foods, and some toothpaste on 
a pear tree.” A chestnut spiel aries: "Tiny 
Tims roast hot, like a chestnut ought.” 
The singing of Jingle Bells, accompanied 
by the jangle of cash register bells, сог 
summates the gibe. Green Christmas v 
the record sleeper of the holidays. Fre 
berg accepted а scroll from the Trinity 
Methodist Church in Los Angeles ac 
knowledging his efforts to put Christ 
back in Christmas and he turned all the 
disc proceeds over to the Hemophilia 
Foundation. Detractors predicted an ad- 
эӊ boycott of Freberg for sponsor- 
ng, yet three months later Coca-Cola 
and Marlboro, both twit victims, t 
dered him choice contracts. 
Subsequently Freberg issued The Old 
Payola Roll Blues, an indictment of 
disc jockeys, bird-brained young 
Is and Opportunistic managers. It 
ad, sur- 
the singles record market was 
ng controlled Бу bird-braimed tee 


singe 


enjoyed only а mild success, 
mising 
Бе 


from "his successful satirical run. The self- 
exile ended in 1961 with a prodigious 
album, Stan Freberg Presents the United 
States of America. Freberg had flunked 
history at Alhambra (California) H 
School and conceivably his puckish re- 
write of the old textbooks served as latter 
da Freberg's version of 
our antecedents a cuckolding Queen Isa 
bella offers Columbus a Fiat agency i 
West Barcelona as incentive to stay at 
home, Manhattan is sold to Peter sh- 
man for $24 worth of junk jewelry, and 
Franklin fears retribution from the Un- 
British Activities Committee before 


ali n. In 


grudgingly signing the Declaration of 
Independence. Washington's forces freeze 
by the Delaware as their leader dickers 
for a $1.20-an-hour boat rental, Betsy 
Ross tastes the General's displeasure 
over her starsand-stripes needlework (he 
wanted polka dots), and only the com- 
bination of a mammoth Norman Rock- 
well canvas depicting fearsome American 
troops and some realistic cannon and 
rifle fire sound-effects records fools the 
British and saves Washington from 
making a big decision at Yorktowi 
'You think 1 ought to surrender in the 
blue blazer or the trench coat?” 
Fourteen consecutive weel the 
recording studio weie required to execute 
the 49 minutes of drollery. On the final 
day, impatient Capitol executives shut 
down the air conditioning in a last-ditch 
effort to drive Freberg from the prem- 
ises. The Freberg penchant for perfec- 
tion (he wrote, acted in, composed and 
directed U.S.A.) mushroomed production 
costs to a record $100,000, all recouped 
when the recording sold 100,000 at up to 
five dollars a copy. Three more volumes 
of Freberg's fanciful history, supple- 
menting the initial 1492-1761 entry, are 
in di astute producer 
David Merrick plans to mount a musical 
comedy version next season on Broad- 
way. Untitled as yet (Freberg is unde- 
cided between David Merrick Presents 
Stan Freberg Who in Turn Presents the 
United States of America or Oh Colum- 
bia the Gem of the Ocean, Freberg's 
Hung You in the Closet and I'm Feelin’ 
So Sad), the adaptation 
penned by its 
sweating over 
ing cach part himself —in a bun 
behind the Beverly Hills Hotel. 
Freberg's penchant to overse 
minuscule detail in his vast salma 
of projects worries him more than who 
the next client will bi Т know 
keep it up, ГИ have a heart a 
time I'm 40," he admits. That со 
less than five years away and to 


every 


nsure 


his reaching it he keeps his personal 
physician, Dr. Charles Benson, on 24- 
hour call. For in a sclf-consuming fash- 


1 finds it dificult со readh 


st a deadline. Some of most 
notable output has been concocted with 
only a short time to spare. He penned 
the intricate inner rhymes to the Salada 
jingles in less than three hours. “We 
took the phone off the hook,” he says, 
"because we knew they were going to 
call, It was off the hook for three hours 
while I wrote all the lyrics. As soon as 
we put it back on it started г 1 
рей лр; арб mid: Gee; (Lived béen 
sitting here waiting Гог you to call. I 

was just about to leave. "We ied," said 
the voice on the other end, ‘but your 
line was out of order. o kidding." I 
said, “Jud, did you know the line was 
out of order? Well, anyhow, you wai 


hear this stuff?" It’s a terrible dodge, but 


that's the only way I can wor 
Victor Richard. Freberg, Stan ther 
and a twicea-month evangelist at the 
Los Angeles County Jail, gifted his so 
recently with a fourintensity showei 
head, knowing that Freberg does some 
of his hardest thinking while soaping up. 
"I put on the ncedlesharp when some- 
body's gonna call me in 10 minutes [rom 
New York and they want the whole cam- 
paign laid out to them on the phone and 
I have not one thought in my head 
he says. "I go from violently hot to ice 
cold and then back again. It gets my 
pores breathing and my brain working. 
Not long ago, during such an immer- 
sion, the long-distance phone pealed 
with five executives tuned in on a соп- 
ference call. “Have yon got the jingle 
written yet?" they "Yeah," Fre- 
berg fibbed, “I got it right down here in 
front of me, Let me move to another 
room where I can talk better on a dif- 
ferent connection. ГП call you back. 


He returned the call in 10 minutes. 
“During that time [ wrote the whole 
jingle,” he confesses. “I didn't have a 
word on paper.” Utilizing the rhyming 
dictionary he keeps at his bedside, F 

berg scribbled an Army recruiting pitch 


called Modern Army of the U.S.A. that 
eventually won him plaudits in the 
House of Representatives for its remark- 
able pull. "OK," Freberg shouted 
"we have a better con 

Тай you 
vat. Well, 
with this for some 
now and. I think Гуе got it 
ened up now to where it works. 

Once an idea does work, the peripa- 
tetic Freberg wheels into ac 
various guises — as a business agent nc 
otiating price, as an actor interpreting 
his own writings, as a director coaching 
othe nd as а film editor splic 
together finished frames. G 
he has developed into a Hydra-h 
one-man band, attributable to his fero- 
cious desire to make everything sound 
and look unequivocally Freberg 
rarely found anyone who could carry 
the thin 4 result 
would be just like I'd done it myself,” 
he confesses. "E must admit that. Гус 
carried this to a ridiculous extreme. If 
to survive Г have to find peo: 
ple who can help me. So far the greatest 
burden of this has been on my wife. She 
is the only person I have enough faith 
in not to blow it. 

Two trenchant. personalities, his psy 
trist and his wife of three years, have 
led Freberg through his fi 
flurries of activity. In Donna Jean Fre- 
berg. Stan acquired more than merely 
the keeper of his immense home (friends 
call it "Stan Simeon"). She has developed 
into a mainstay of Freberg, Ltd.'s four 
man stall, functioning in various degre 
as bookkeeper, mother, alter ego, com- 


time 


actors 


out so that the c 


ch 
да 
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why does 
Stephan make 
two Dandruff 
Removers? 


—Because there are different 
types of hair and scalp... 
Stephan makes this famous 
Dandruff Remover Hair Lo- 
tion with oil and without. 


"Your best bet on how to con- 
trol flaky, embarrassing dandruff 
is to ask your barber. He'll tell 
you just how you can eliminate 
your loose dandruff problem. 

Let him show you how to 
apply Stephan’s—and then buy 
a bottle from him. Use it at 
home every day. We guarantee 
you'll banish loose dandruff — 
or your money back. 

Only $1—plain or with oil. 

More men use Stephan’s to 
control dandruff than any other 
hair lotion in the world. 

Look for the Stephan display 
stand in your barber shop. 


sold only by barbers. Ё 


panion, critic, timekeeper aud associate 
producer, Her husband says, "On my 
TV special that kid was in there when 
the ship was sinking, calling orders and 
cracking the whip. There cà 1 
two days from the deadline wh she 
just took over and really wailed; be 
cause of her we snapped the thing 
together. She's able to take а terrific 
objective viewpoint because she knows 
me so well and knows what I want. She 
becomes my eyes and ears in the studio 
when I'm acting or out on the floor.” 

Dr. Jud Marmor, а psychiatrist with a 
izable showbiz clientele, was first con- 
sulted in 1959, ostensibly to help Fre 
berg determine whether he was s 
for marriage and also 10 explore moti- 
vations for his Kinetic existence. Marmor 
eventually assured Freberg that he was 
ready to buckle down to the responsi- 
bility of marrying his 27-year-old secre 
у. His dissection of the Freberg psyche 
was equally rewarding for the har 
humorist. "I wanted to find out why I 
wished to do so many different u 
Freberg says. “Six months and quite a 
Jew dollars later the answer was I wanted 
to do all those different things. It made 
me realize there was nothing wrong with 
that except that I just had to face up 
10 it and recognize that | wasnt going to 
а my due amount of sleep. It was com 
lorüng to know there казите some terri- 
ble hidden manifestation, some spurious 
drive, that was making me do this be- 
cause of something negative or 
structive. I found that I had a terrific 
ambition and desire to make myself 
heard in several areas." 

As helpmeet in achieving this calling, 
Mis, Freberg also acts as а trusted lieu- 
it in Stan’s latest lucrative busin 
writing, producing and directing trailers, 
the trade term [or movie-house comit 
attractions, and radio-TV plugs for films 
such as Sergeants Three, The Road to 
Hong Kong and It’s a Mad, Mad, Ми. 
Mad World. For these labors United Art- 
ists pays Freberg $30,000 per picture, a fee 
10 times greater than they ever shelled 
out for such labors belore. “United 
Artists has the good sense of wanting to 
depart from all the hoary technique 
used in the of aclvertisin 
motion pictures,” 
"Words like ‘the 
- brought gloriously to the scree 
ational” have lost their me 


ed 


uncon- 


st 


and it will have some me 
they haven't used it in so lon 


ture in second spot without being 
in bad. А Inherit the Wind (“It 
took a bigoted h by implying 
that Southern Baptists were а lunatic 
fringe”), he huddled with Frank Sinatra 
to discuss Sergeants Three, the Clan 


appro: 


Essex 


Western produced. by Sinatra's 
Productions. Freberg watched а screen 
ing and says he thought: “Good Heav- 
ens, the man has remade Gunga Din as 
а Western. 

"ls that what you did 
Sinat 

P. ra answered, “Wi 
rights to Gunga Din a 
Western.” 

“Well, ha's the whole c 
right there," Freberg said. "The first 
guy says: 1 hear that Frank Sinatra re- 
made Gunga Din as a Western; aud the 
second TT curt accept thats” 

Sinana nearly fell oll his chair, 
berg swears, and told hi 
great. A week later, a 
United Artists and Essex executives, Fre 
berg had a rougher time selling his con- 
ception. rally they шие 
nervous about such an approach, this 
honest admitting of what they d done,” 
reberg relates. “There was one guy 
Dom ÙA. who kept saying it would 
never work, that it was negative 
that it was terrible. F 


he asked. 


ad we did it as a 


says 


Se. 


the idea was 
with 


си 


E 


were a 


idver- 
finally 
sit he said. 1 


tisi 
had the List word. “Th 
want to do it 

Freberg went ahead and devised a 
stopper of a cumpaign that had its 
greatest impact on television. In Ше 
opening blast, Freberg conducts man-on- 
ihesuect interviews with passersby, iu- 
forming them that та has remade 
Gunga Din as а Western. 1 
can't accept that,” say the first two be- 
fore the microphone. He poses the same 
intelligence to a crowd of people cross 
ing a street comer. “We can't accept 
that," they shout in unison, Still dutch- 
ing his mike, Freberg sounters over to 
Dean Martin and Sinau cad in Civil 
War uniorms and casually 1 
дайы a т 

rurnruc (to Martin): They 
it. 

MARTIN (10 Sinatra): 


Vm sory 


accept 


They can't 


ept 


SINATRA. (dispassionately): Yeah, well. 
Camera cuts to logo of film's title, 
“Sergeants Three” 
Quan Try and sce it. 
enjoy it. and accept it 
Not eium Freberg's magic haud 
touches clears a quick pr His pas- 
siouately uninhibited television special 
last year, The Chun King Chow Mein 
Hour, typically tock too long to pro- 
duce, resulting in a noticcable deficit in 
the Freberg treasury. АП overtime costs 
came out of his own pocket and they 
were monumental. Extensive retakes ne- 
cessitated three days (34 hours) in the 
studio and when he finally reduced the 
107 hours he had on tape to Ше hour 
lo version, he found his 5125,000 
budget as tattered as the leftover scraps 
of scripts and ribbons of wasted foota 
One scene, a precision dance routine те 
quiring four taxi doors to slam on beats 


Try and 


of music, took 22 ta 
mark previously endemic only to M 
Brando movies. The printable sequence 
came at 4 лм. The last day of shootin 
which be 
10 а hale at 6:30 the following morn 
with Freberg surviving on Deximil. 
The special in the can, Freberg spent 
the succeeding two days recording Wo- 
burn! and then, 
tion, headed for a bed at Cedars of 
Lebanon Hospital. “АШ of a sudd I 
started to flip." he says. "A. plane went 
over one night and the whole house 
shook and the vibrations . . . well, Т 
just had a terrible crying jag" But 
even in the Cedars the garrulous Freberg 
was hard put to relax. "Everybody in 
the hospital, ай the nurses, kept poking 
their heads in,” “So I finally 
put in a television set so they'd think I 
was busy. and that's where 1 made my 
mistake. 1 never get much of a chance 
to watch television. 1 had been living in 
this dream that advertising was really 
getting better, that it was more artistic, 
that nobody hollered at vou anymore or 
insulted you. 1 was shocked to sec Ше 
greatest parade of mediocrity that one 
ing across that set. 1 kept 

пу minute ГА see one of 


lon 


ır complete. exhaus- 


he recalls. 


cn i 
think 


those bright commere win 
awards. Nothing It so 
depressed. me that 1 really began to 
think about getting out of the business.” 


Though this prospect appears remote, 
the Spanish stucco house on Beverly 
Drive looms more and more as Fre- 
berg's ivory tower. "When I'm beh 
those walls I'm I i 
villa, like I'm on an island in the midst 
of this community that really is pretty 
ridiculous,” he si good 
терет is a 
guy who comes out for brief flun 
disappears into Ше woodwork, 
j ppearing. 1 1 
audience. 1 never wanted 
the mass audience and I never will. Six 
o I thought it was an 
as а come. 
toes on I realize the thing 
ant to be recognized for is my point 
of view, as opposed to me as a person. 
My point of view, 1 hope, is mostly 
Frebergian. It is satirical, sharp and in- 
«ие. It is the classic viewpoint of the 
serious, working sitirist who would like 
to pinprick pomposity, sham and frip- 
pery. Like Oscar Levant used to say: 
Suip away all the phony tinsel of Hol 
find the real tinsel 


ог seven ус 


At Chez Freberg, with its carved rose- 
wood 1887 Steinway and che 
crusted antique mirror. (he has 
the three cupids Patti, Maxine and 1 
Verne), he ultimately. plans to retrench 
the business that grossed $500,000 
year, and retreat from the dazzling t 
“I'm tying to fight my way back out of 


advertising with a machete," he expla 
For а man who wants to make his liv- 
ing as a humorist and а satirist, 1 
spent too much time doing commerci: 
II wanted to be just an advertising man 
then I would have turned into a factory 
long ago. | worry that I have deserted 


the cause, Maybe now's the time to ride 
oll into the sunset. 

At sunset, in his beamed-ceiling cat 
bird seat, Ше curtailed Freberg could 


contemplate the pleasant prospect of his 
upcoming assigument as consultant to de- 
signer Charles Eames on the IBM exhibit 
for the 1961 New York World's Fair. Or 
he could amuse himself. rereading the 
two dozen volumes of Tom Swift and 
the sticks of Benchley, Thurber, Perel 
man, Buchwald and Shulman that stull 
his bookshelves. Or he 


pet projects r: a pl a 
Beverly Hills Birch Watchers Society to 
the Freberg solution to the Cold War— 
delivering Khrushchev to Disneyland. 
Bur considering Frebergs. proclivity 
for applying the needle, it is unlikely 
that real nent could last for 
long. That nade perfectly cle 
last summer, sn а the middle of his 
first prolonged vacation im two years. 
No sooner had he climbed into his swim- 
suit than the jangling of the telephone 
jarred his Malibu beachhead. The 
American Broadcasting Gompany was 
threatening to yank his latest chow mein 
campaign off the network. The rea 
son: his one-minute pitches were deft 
parodies of existing commercials of such 
free-spending sponsors as An Buf- 
ferin, Clairol, Dash and Winsto e 
out of ten doctors recommend Chun 
one message said. The nine doc 
tors shown were Chinese, the tenth Cau- 
“Docs she or doesn't she use 
т. "Only her 
for Clairol’s ad 
agency protested that the "for sure" part 
of their provocative slogan was being vi- 
ed. Freberg’s excitable client, Jeno 
Paulucci, turned livid, abandoned his 
rickshaw and raced to New York, After 
three days of hag 
sponsor, ad 
rest! i 


2" went 


у had us 
his noodle. He argued that a commercial 
could not be wademarked, olfered to let 
the courts decide how valid his thin! 
was. Though a minor change in 
Clairol broadside was yielded (it beca 
"Could it or couldn't it be Chun King, 
dazzling, easy to manage Chan . 
all the other spicls were aired as origi- 
nally filmed. And as he dispassionately 
dipped his big toe into the Malibu surf, 
Freberg had 
ous New York 

chicken was supposed to be in the chow 
mein,” he said, ^s the network.” 
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KEY*MAN slacks 

have caught fire... 

their fit is a hit! 

Beware — new long 

wear fabrics like 50/50" in Key- 
buck will have you trying them on 
—be prepared to part with—$7. 
Available in continental and belt 
loop styles — 54 sizes to fit the 
student 5 ft. to 6 ft. tall weigh- 
ing from 90 to 185 pounds. 


ЗА urinklefree blend of 50% Fortrd, Cdancic pdy- 
ster fber спа 540% combed cotton, 
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ite men's shop or department stra hes Key- Nan 
andor blanks for this new "АБ" record release 
‘wich entitles you to order it fr just 25t; or send 2с in 

би to Key Мап Dion of Herter Mig. Co. Pept. PB 
Box 9817, E Past 68, Texas, for this new record and name 
ol your nearest Key -Man store 

KEY MAR DIVISION OF 

ШИЕ MEE. CO. / P.D. BOX SBI / EL PASO 88, TEX. 
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feet first 
(continued from page 96) 


interest in the classic saddle oxford, 
tastefully contemporized with combina- 
tions of smooth. xtured leathers in 
quietly contrast ides — though the 
man with a taste fi aditional black 
and white in this resurgent style will be 
nding no less tall in the saddles, 
In another welcome revival, moccasins 
have reappeared on the feet of the 
fashion-wise — urbanized and updated 
with flexible, close-cropped leather soles 
and in ed stitching for а slimmer sil- 
houette beneath the narrow linc of cuff- 
less trousers. Leather-covered clastic 
goring along the shoe tops from heel to 
instep makes the new loafers comfortably 
snug, casy to slip on and off. The hides 
to seek are as textually attractive as the 
choice in men’s glove leathers: smooth, 
matte, grained and brushed versions of 
calf. pi; , alligator, suede and doeskin. 
As always, Ше pace-sctting color in 
both laced and slip-on styles will be 
unimpeachable black, followed closely 
by a field of browns ng from lug- 
gage tan to deep cordovan — with coffec, 


cocoa and chocolate shades of recent sea- 
sons eclipsed by a rich spectrum of red- 


browns: copper, cinnamon, chestnut, 
burnt sienna, mahogany and bronze. 


Understated olive tones of gray, brown 
and black are in the running, but the 
dark horse of this year’s fashion foot race 
will be rich antique ochers with a golden 
undercast glowing beneath the dull bur- 
nish of a bootmaker finish. 

An informal footnote: You won't take 
а false step in the азс стаі new ward- 
robe of shoes designed exclusively for 
laterially speaking, they 
run the gamut from cork to burlap, 
denim to straw, ural leathers to s 


hide and. Though the accent is on 
understated tones of luggage tan, straw, 
cream and even classic white (re- 
scent popularity of white 
slacks), many styles will be showing up in 
shades ranging from electric blue to fire- 
engine red, With such wide choices, 
you'll be sure to find the ideal means to 
step lively, kick up your heels and yet 
keep both feet fashionably on the ground 
— all at the same timc. 


“Oddly enough, that's one of the few jokes he 
considers decent enough to tell in mixed company.” 
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(continued from page 76) 


never been densely populated, partic 
Jarly in the small and handy sizes. Ве 
thing going at the moment is probably 
the 3.8 Jaguar, successor to the 2.4 and 
3.4—the numbers havit to do with 
engine size expressed s. Tt weighs 
a ton and a half, has ich. wheel- 
base, and will crowd 120 miles an hour. 
The interior is standard. British upper- 
class walnut, leather and carpeting. Since 
Jaguar took. Daimler over, slightly more 
status, perhaps, comes with the Daimler 
sedan, identical with the 3.8 except for 
the traditional wrinkly Daimler radiator 
and the potent Daimler V8 engine. The 
УЗ is a 2.5-liter, but performance is only 
fractionally under the Jaguar's. 

The Mark X Jaguar, the big sedan, is 
a happy combination of speed and com- 
fort and handling, indeed it is almost a 
unique combination. It touches 60 miles 
an hour in 10 seconds and will do an 
honest 115, offering notably luxury, sc- 
curity and good 1 Ts all the way. 

Great Britain's entrant. in the upper 
stratum of high-performance motorcars — 
Ferrari, Maserati, Mercedes-Benz 300SL, 
Corvette — is the Aston Martin, a limited 
production vehicle built by the noted 
gear manufacturers, David Brown, Ltd. 
Aston Martin has a remarkable racing 
record running from the 1920s to the pres- 
ent, and the cars reflect competition 
nce. There are three of them: the 
Martin DB4, a fourpassenger 
hardtop that became quickly well known 
a bit ago for its ability to go 0-100-0 
mph inside 30 seconds; the DB4 GT, а 
two-seater, shorter, lighter than the stand- 
ard and 60.000 horsepower quicker; and 
the DB4 GT Zagato, a competition car 
that can be used on the read, two people, 
an allaluminum bumperless body 
which weightsaving has been carried to 
the extent of using plastic instead of glass 
for the windows. Sixty miles an hour in 
5 seconds, a terminal of say 155, given a 


Aston 


in 


little piece of suaight to wind up on. 
пу beterlooking cars 


There aren't m 
than the Aston Martin. I happen not to 
Jike the steering of the car. which is 
absurdly heavy, or the gear shift, which 


takes a lot more muscle than I care to 
expend on such a trivial business. The 
car makes more mechanical noise — drive 


line, particularly = than E think is ac 
ceptable at its price level. Too, the 
Ason Martin's stand-up record does not 


compare brilliantly with the Ferrari's in 
flat-out Jong-distanc i Those 
things aside — stunn Bring $10,000 


and а checkbook. 
France mawn't have been the birth- 
place of the automobile, but certainly it 
was its cradle. Great names abounded 
there: De Dion, Hotchkiss, Delal 
Бидаш, Delage, Talbot, Voisin, Rei 
Citroen, Peugeot — but today, of the 
high-striding 


big, 
st cars there is nothing 


left that is all French. Süll, the Facel- 
Vega comes out of France, and certainly 
it is a grand touring automobile deluxe. 
All right, you can't run it in a race, and 
what of it — the cars you can run in a race 
don't come with instrument. panels in 
French-polished. golden ash, either. 
"The Facel-Vega, currently the 
is a sl, sturdy chassis run 
Chrysler VB engine that will 
50 miles an hour in 6 seconds and a bit 
and produce 130 mph for a top speed. It 
offers reasonable accommodation for four 


people, and rollicking room for two, with 
luggage accommodation on the Amer 
ican scale. {ements are 
to north ds. The 
shock absorbers are adjustable on the 


Armstrong system. You can choose 
between a 4-speed manual gearbox, the 
Pont-a-Mousson, one of the best, or the 
standard Chrysler automatic. 

Daimler-Benz products are unusual 
that all the cars in the line have 
pendent rear suspension, and the range 
is unusually wide. The Mercedes-Benz 
190D is possibly the most thoroughly 
fined diesel passenger automobile in the 
market, the 300SE is one of the most 
luxuriou: nd the 3008L onc of the 
fastest. There is also the medium-sized 
2205 sedan and the very desirable 2208E. 
convertible, The big 300SE ranks on the 
topmost level of the world’s fine cars. 
The only MercedesBenz that seems 
pointless to me is the 190SL, the two- 
seater, which suffers from the serious de- 
fect of looking as if it would really go 
when it won't—it’s too heavy for the 
power. 

‘The 3008L, in limited production, has 
been unchanged in design for some time. 
It is rather out of fash 
still one of the most tremendous perform- 
ers on the road, and the original 300SLs, 
the gullwing coupes, are already bring- 
premium prices as classics! 

The first 6-cylinder Alfa Romeo in a 
dozen years is the new 2600, distinctly 
something of an event. This is a fast 
touring automobile of long pedigree and 
flawless behavior. There are three body 
styles: convertible, two- and four-door 
hardtops. They run in the 120-mph range 
that is required of anything aspiring to 
be called a fast touring indeed 
they will run from 0 to 60 in a bit over 7 
seconds and to а top of nearly 130, This 
is expensive, high-quality 


n now, but it 


nerchandise, 
requiring extended use for appreciatio 
You can use the brakes all the way down 
Alpine pass and still expect to stop 
dead, on a straight line, at the bottom, 
and the celerity with which the car can 
be taken over the road depends Largely 
on the driver’s sophistication. 

‘The idea of sticking а big American 
V8 engine into a light, roadworthy Euro- 
pean chassis is one that has 
many down the years. One remembers 
the Allards of the Lite. 1940s and carly 
1950s. booming along under the heavy 


intrigued 


beat of Cadillac and Chrysler engines, 
and almost unbeatable for a long timi 
The newest of these hybrids looks | 
being the best. It's the AC Cobra, С: 
roll Shelby's idea. Shelby is a sportscar 
driver of wide experience: а sportscar 
champion of the United States, а winne 
at Le Mans, and so on. A free-swinging 
Texan, Shelby takes the large view, as a 
rule. He wondered what would be wrong 
with stuffing one of the li: ble 
Ford 8s into the light, strong, astonish 
тшу roadworthy AC Ace chassis and 
then giving the package as much lugga 
room as possible and all the instruments 
for which room could be found on thc 
dashboard. There was really nothing 
wrong with such a notion, as it turned 
out. The Cobra will do 100 miles 
hour in 10 seconds, which is quite fast 
enough for me, and I imagine for you, 
too; it will show 114 mph at the end of 
а standing quarter mile, and you can 
have something around 150 miles an 
hour for top speed. Good-looking, too, 
and comfortable. You can have it in vari- 
ous stages of tune and option, for touring 
cing, the latter setup. in its ultimate 
degree, ing you competit with 
anything anybody else has, for about 
59000. 

Other things being equal, I prefer a 
good-looking automobile to an ugly one, 
and 1 think that the Lotus Elite is no 
less attractive a two-scater than апу 
else on the world market. The Elite is 
smooth, almost wholly unadorned, most 
happily formed in line and bulk, and 
very small. The engine carries four cylin- 
ders and is by Coventry-Climax, whose 
grand prix engines have powered the re- 
markably successful racing cars from th 
same house that produces the Elite. 

The car is quick enough, 110-115 mph 
available in the engine's standard form — 
it will accept a lot of tuning — but it is 
the road holding that stuns one at firs 
there appearing to be no limit at which 
corners may be entered. There is a limit, 
of course, but it is very high indeed. 

There are numcrous flaws to be noted 
in it. The body is all fiberglass, the smell 
stays with it a longish time, it's always 
noisy, sometimes wet; the windows 
plastic and nonwinding. But, driving the 
thing, and remembering how lovely 
looked as you came up to it, you can 
forget all that. 

Another small car of which much is 
made is the Porsche. The Porsche is 1 
the city of Madison, Wisconsin, or 
warmed sherry, or the writings of Ronald 
Firbank: it's the focal point of a cult, 
and the members believe there's nothing 
like it. Certainly the Porsche is a gr 
automobile, designed by Ferdinand 
Porsche, one of the true towering figures 
of automobilism, and built by a son 
devoted to his memory, The car has other 
notable adı essentially the same 
model 


nt evolu 


A lively 


"Pick-Me- -Up" 
for every step... 


na 
Style hit 


y 
FRENCH SHRINER. 


Live-aclion "'ribs" ease you down, 
then spring back to create a brisk 
forward motion underfoot. A joy 
1o walk on! Absorbs shock. Reduces 
fatigue. Energizes every step. Why 
settle for less? 


LOOK FOR RIPPLE Sole IMPRINTED. 
ON THE HEEL OF TODAY'S 
SMARTEST FOOTWEAR. 
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ment — an. ext 
stance, one that 1 
truly great motorcars. Also, production 
is limited, and the hands of craftsmen 
who do ıl whose work is never- 
theless under stringent and repeated 
spection, АП in all, it would be most 
peauliar if the Porsche were not a great 
car. 

"The model called the Super 75 is the 
middle of the range, and perhaps the 
best for around use. Из engine runs 
88 horsepower as compared with 70 for 
the model 1600 and 102 for the Super 90. 
The 75 will do 110 miles an hour, and 
cteristics of its 
aircooled engine include slow piston 
speed, it can be cr 100 
without stress. The new 2-liter Carrera 15 
in limited production. This has a 4-ov 
head ict-horsepower engin 
been spoken of in awed terms 
y experienced testers. It is apparently 
free of the maintenance complexities that 
made the old Carrera such a drag to take 
care of, although it too was very 
ing to di 

A list of the striking poi п іп- 
ventory of the Porsche would be а long 
one; the car repays the most careful ex 
ion in an attempt to discov 
gives it the air of bi 
combined with airy gr 
for instance. It's an * 
to say “the ge 
and, of course, as 
sense. A gearbox 
hore. Who needs 
smoothness of the 
tantalizing that the driver does find him- 
self making opportunities to push it 
around. And there are many other such 
amusements on the Porsche, beyond any 
doubt one of the great all-time d 

The Swedish Volvo P1800 (the word 
means "E roll” in Latin, right?) was a 
major sensation of the 1960 New York 
tomobile show, but minor production 


eward- 


с. The gearbox, 
nthusiasts" cliché 
is a delight to usc," 
rule that's errant non- 


Porsche unit is so 


псе 


difficulties prevented. its арр 
quantity until 1062. (The body is made 

п Great Britain and the car assembled 
there.) Production is limited, European 
demand heavy, and. the car will never 
become common currency. 

It appears only as а hardtop two- 
pair of s in back. 
g else has quite the same line 
а Volvo, and it looks very much what it 
fast but solid. It is пос ferociously 
ast — 105 n H seconds — but. there 
is nothing overst 
will deliver that kind of performance 
indefinitely. It is very carefully m 
The standards enforced by Volvo pu 
chasing agents are well known to Euro- 
pean suppliers for their stringency and 
their high rejection rate. Out of the 
es they keep the factory hands make 
а sound, pleasant, fast twi ter, onc 
that should go for a very long time, at 
an 34000. 
a rarity, but very nice: the big 
Citroen convertible. 1 think this is onc 
of the most striking softtop automobiles 
з the market. Several у 
DS-19 Citroen is still well advanced. me- 
i and it offers one of the most 
gly smooth rides over а rough 
ace ever devised. Your йу 
тоеп dealer may not have a convertible 
on the floor when you visit him, but he 
can get one for you, if you bring money, 

nd you will drive it a long way before 
you meet another. 

‘There are wealthy British families that 
have never but Rover 
motorears, and that has typified the repu- 
tati of the с: luxurious 
built to last forever. The facts that the 
car was fast, for a medium-sized sedan, 

nd handled pretty well, too, have been 
overlooked. To demonstrate these facets 
of their car, the Rover people have lately 
taken to running the Three-Liter, the 
top of the . in British and Continet 
tal rallies, and with re: able success 


is: 


ssed about it and it 


ade. 


ars old now, the 


owned anything 


mach па 


even in such brutal events as the Liege- 
The body of 
redesigned in the 
nd grace; а two- 


iege. the Three- 
Liter sedan has bee: 
interesis of lightness 
door “coupe” has been added. 
"The Rover company is one of the few 
i adent producers left in 
reat Britain. Из remarkably progres- 
sive attitude is demonstrated by its oi 
nation of the gasturbine automobile, 
which it ran first in 1950. The current 
version of the turbine car, with which 1 
have some experience, delightful 
motorcar, all the bugs shaken out of it. 
that could go into the market tomorrow. 
It's fashionable to say that the Rolls 
Royce ("Rolls* is an unspeakable vul 
garism, but they often say "Royce" at the. 
factory) is not as good as it used to be. 
105 true that it isn't as elaborate as it 
once was, when all the holes in the 
chassis were hand reamed and fitted with 
tapered pins instead of rivets; when the 
radiator shutters opened and closed ac- 
ng to the water temperature: when 
the wheels were fitted оп splined hubs. 
and so on, but the necessity for all these 
sh 
The Rolls-Royce has at the moment 
i| competition, in that similar 
American cars do not succeed in provid- 
ing that iy — a manor- 
house effect— that Messrs. 
Rolls-Royce achieve by design, finish, 
masses of walnut and leather, back-seat 
cocktail cabinets with cutglass decant- 
ers, and so on. In outward design the 
Rolls-Royce is certainly well behind the 
s. In mechanical practice it is no 
n innovator, to put the matter 
y. and 1 think we may expect to see 
root changes reasonably soon, particu- 
larly if Daimler-Benz modifies the 300SE 
into something fully competitive. 
The material that goes into a Rolls- 
Royce cannot be bettered and the crafts- 
manship that forms the material is still 


Rome 


passed. 


superb. А 50-mile ride in a Rolls-Royce 
is as rewarding an experience as land 
transport offers. 


The Bentley, as everyone who reads 
must by ntical with the 
Rolls-Royce except for the radiator shell. 
This difference also accounts for a 5300 
price spread, the R-R radiator being 
handmade — and formed of planes that 
do not тип dead level. by the way, but 
only appear to, a discovery made by 
Greek temple architects. If you wish to 
rush about at high speed in luxury (the 


w know, is ide 


Rolls-Royce does about 101) you can 


buy the distinctive Bentley Continent 
which will do 125 or so, and in some 
thing approaching utter silence. 

Wholly unostentatious, completely be- 
guiling, the small frontwheel-drive Lim- 
for the man who wants 
luxury in his personal transport but does 
not require that 


ere passers-by know he 


has it. The Flavia is known to be a status 
symbol only among the innermost of the 
ins 

The mechanical specifications of the 
car give engineers the impression that 
someone to find ways of 
on it, It would 
take à paragraph of gobbledygook to ex 
plain the refinements of the front-wheel- 
drive apparatus, perhaps the best ever 
built: The Flavia driver moves sur 
rounded by refinements undreamt of by 
lesser Romans: when first turned on, the 
headlamps will always be dimmed, no 
matter how they were left when turned 
oll; Ше center button in the steering 
wheel doesn't blow the horn, for which 
other ements are provided 
Rashes the headlights. 

The Flavia is undoubtedly a 10-year 
car, and it runs in a silence previously 
undreamt of by smallcar designers, and 
known only to the largest limousines 
deluxe. я 

\noth irable rarity is the Lancia 
Flaminia gran turismo convertible. This 
ка V6 twoseater, with room in the rear 
for luggage or small children, а 14- 
second 040-00 time, and а top around. 
115-120, all this delivered with the road 
holding, appearing to border upon the 
weird when one comes to it for the first 
time, that has been legendary in Lancias 
ice the 1920s. 


was шуй 
spending extra mone 


arra 


s to drive as if there 
were no tomorrow, whether he's conduct- 
ing a Lambretta or a Maserati, and so the 
ideal small sedan for the Italian market 
is something good-looking, uncluttered, 
that will go, handle and stop. The t 
1200 Spyder is such a vehicle, onc of the 
formidable range produced by the giant 
г, culminating in the 
luxuriously equipped 2300, carrying such 
basic necessities as а hot-air blower on 
the rear window, a foot pedal that turns 
on the windshield washers and puts the 
wipers through a measured cycle, seats 
that fold down into a bed, and so on. 
The fourpassenger Caravelle by Re. 
пачи. w 
Europe as perhaps the first practical fast 
touring car in the lower price range. It 
is in fact a very good thing: a four-pas- 
senger coupe mounting a pleasantly 
sculptured body, a brisk engine mounted 
in the rear. The Caravelle 5 is brilliantly 
up to date in such points as а factory- 


enthusiastically received in 


sealed cooling system and it has di 
brakes on all four wheels, unusually 
elective ones at that. The car's 85 mph 


performance can be used freely. 

Donald Healey is a versitile, energetic 
designer of mature years who was win- 
hing major European rallies in the 1930s. 
Just after Ше war he produced the 
Healey Silverstone, which had a mild ac- 
ceptance, and the Nash-Healey. His as- 
sociation with the Austin has been most 
rewarding, resulting as it has in the 
»Healey and the small and lively 


Aust 
Sprite. 


a neat compromise between the 
sports car, the all-out competi 
and the fast convertible. Fast convertible 
devotees may 1 the A-H better than 
sportscar types, on the grounds of gear- 
feeling that a 3- 
liter engine ought to put out a little 
more. Süll, the Austin-Healey is not a 
slow car, delivering 60 in about 11 sec 
onds and getting close to 120 before run- 
ng out of breath. 
The Triumph two-seater is 
years old, As the TR-2 and TR-3 it did 
well in scores of competitive runs of one 
kind or another. I thought it a stark, un- 
comfortable, boy-racer kind of thi 
but the T R-4 has been lifted to a civ 
lized level of comfort and it still does go. 
It has windup windows, lots of luy 
room, a top that’s waterproof in апуй 
up to a gale — it will take you a w 
learn to put it up, but never mi 
and even a heater that hcats. It's remark- 
able to find these amenities built into 
а medi i; 
ng in mi 
still at a level of development at which 
80 percent of them, in a survey made at 
the end of 1962, stated a fixed preference 
lor lloormounted gearshifts— not in 
sports cars only, but in everything! Wind- 
up windows and all, the TR- will get 25 
10 the gallon or so, without being 
muth babied, and say 110 miles 
hou 
"Three other cars that come to mind in 
the same category are the new MG, the 
MGB, the Sunbeam Alpine and the Sun: 
beam Harrington Le Mans. The Alpine 
is a brisk and good-looking two-seater 
and the Harrington Le Mans modific: 
tion is а higher-powered (104 horsepov 
as against 85) version with a four-seater 
body of original and intriguing form. 
The MGB is the current representat 
of the honored line that began in 1924 
and of which the TC Midget is best re 
membered in the United States The 
MGB is а thoroughly refined automobil 
fast and steady and yet with nothing 
stark about it. It does come close to the 
old ideal of sports car: something 
equally suitable for a date and for com. 
petition. The current MG Midget is 
smaller, running on a 950-ce engine 
which gives it a 90-mph top speed. It 
has all the easy responsiveness that h 
endeared the make to two generations of 
drivers. 
‘hough the kinship between an MG 
Midget and a Lincoln Continental may 
seem on the surface somewhat more dis 
tant than that which binds a catboat to 
а cruise ship, there does exist that un. 
common bond which the 
р E 
purpose particula 1 to the mobile 
man whose predilections call for urbane 
transport. 


ement and 


miles 
too 


s 
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the gilt set of ALL-PURPOSE 
LOTION and DEODORANT STICK 


$3.00 plus tax 
Individually, ALL-PURPOSE 


LOTION $2.00 $3.50 $6.50 
DEODORANT STICK $1.00 


MEM COMPANY, INC. 
347 Fifth Avenue, New York 


NADE ON 
AMERICAN LASTS 


FOR MEN WHO KNOW STYLE 


The new—the different-imported foot-| 22001 Demi- 
wear, in a handsome variety for street, | boot slipon in 
dress, casual wear. Sizes 5 to 13, | the smart new 
A to EEE. From $12.95 to $19.95. — [ankle height. 


заз Freight St. 
Brockton, Mass. 


Write 


CTTO U.S. STAMPS 
PLUS COMPLETE U.S. CATALOG 


FREE . . . genvine centen- 
nial postage stamp, as il. 
lustrated, picturing first 
U.S.A. (issued in 1847) 
PLUS big collection of 25 
7 all-ditterent United States: 
ancient 19th centur 
$100 stamp, etc. 
collection of beautiful 
Commemoratives: Ameri: 
can Revolution, Wild West, 
1893 Columbian, many oth- 
ers. EXTRA: Collector's 
Guide, Big 1963 U.S. Bar- 
gain Catalog, other excit. 
ing offers for your FREE 
inspection. Send 106 for mailing. ACT NOW! 


н. E HARRIS & CO., DEPT. C326, Boston 17, Nass | 


for FREE catalog TODAY! 
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Vi gman (continued from page 110) 


would have been married to Josephine. 
He found Julia, who had no work of 


her own, almost miraculously available. 


There was no id to mar their relation- 
ship with habits. As they were always 
together, at cocktail parties, in restau- 
rants, at small dinner parties, they had 
only to meet each other's сув... Julia 
soon earned the reputation of being deli. 
cate and easily tired, it occurred so often 
that they left a. cocktail party after a 
quarter of an hour or abandoned a din- 
ner after the coffee — “Oh dear, I'm so 
sorry, such а vile headache, so stupid of 
me. Philip, you must зау..." 

“OF course I'm not going to stay. 

Once they had a narrow escape from 
discovery on the stairs while they were 
laughing uncontrollably. Their host had 
followed them out to ask them to post a 
letter. Julia in the nick of time changed 
her laughter into what seemed to be a fit 
of hysterics . . . 

Several weeks went by. It was a really 
successful marri 


ge. 


They liked — between whiles — to dis- 
cuss its success, each attributing the main 
merit to the other. 


When I think you 
ed Josephine,” Julia 
aid. "Why didn't you marry Josephine: 
“1 suppose at the backs of our minds 
we knew it wasn't going to be perma- 
nent 
“Are we going to be perm: 
“И we aren't, nothing will ev 


ene” 


It was carly in November that the time 
bombs began to go off. No doubt they 
ned to explode earlier, but 


had been pl 
Josephine had not taken into account 
the temporary change in his habits. Some 
weeks passed before he had occasion to 
open what they used to call the ideas bank 
in the days of their closest companion- 
ship—the drawer in which he used to 
leave notes for stories, scraps of over- 
heard dialog nd she would 
leave roughly sketched ideas for fashion 
advertisements. 

Directly he opened the drawer he saw 
her letter. It was labeled heavily Tor 
secret in black ha whimsically 
di k in the form of 
а girl with big eyes rising geniclike 
out of a boule, He read the letter with 
extreme distaste: 


Dear, you didn’t expect to find me 
here, did you? But after 10 years 1 
n't not now and then say, Good- 
Good morning, how 
Lots of love (и 
and truly), Your Josephine. 


са 


night or 


The threat of “now and then" 
unmistakable. 

He slammed the drawer shut and 
"Damn" so loudly that Julia looked i 


"Whatever is it, darling?” 


letter and said, “You 


136 know 1 can understand the way she feels, 


Poor Josephine. Are you tearing it up, 
darling? 

"What else do you expect me to do 
with it? Keep it for a Collected. Edition 
of her letters? 


ind to her? Julia, you've no 
idea of the sort of life that we led those 
ast years. Г cam show you scars: when 
she was in a rage she would stub her 
cigarettes anywhere.” 

"She felt she was losing you, darling, 
and she got desperate. They are my fault 
really, those scars, every one of Ши 
He could sce growing in her eyes that 
soft amused speculative look which al- 
ways led to the same thing. 

Only two days passed before the next 
time bomb went off. When they got up 
Julia said, “We really ought to turn the 
mattress. We both fall into a kind of 
hole in the middle. 

“1 hadn't noticed,’ 

"Lots of pcople turn the mattress every 
week.” 

“Yes. Josephine always did.” 

They stripped the bed and began to 
roll the mattress. Lying on the springs 
was a letter addressed to Julia, Carter 
saw it first and tried to push it out of 
sight, but Julia saw him. 

"Whats that?" 

“Josephine, of course. There'll soon be 
too many letters for one volume. We 
shall have to get them properly edited 
e George Eliot's. 
; this is addressed to me. 
t were you planning to do with it?” 

“Destroy it in secret.” 

“I thought we were 
secrets.” 

^I bad counted without Josephine.” 

For the first time she hesitated before 
opening the letter. “It’s certainly a bit 
bizarre to put a letter here. Do you think 
it got there accidentally? 

"Rather difficult, I should thin! 

She read the letter and then gave it to 
him. She said with relief, "Oh, she ex- 


oing to have no 


Julia, how Г hope you are 
n a really Greek sun. Don't 
p (Oh but of course you 
wouldn't have secrets yet) but I 
never really cared for the south of 
France. Always that mistral, dry 
the skin. I'm glad to think you 
not suffering there, We always 
planned to go to Greece when we 
could afford it, so I know Philip will 
be happy. I came in today to find a 
sketch and then. remembered. that. 
the mattress hadn't been turned for 
at least a fortnight. We were rather 
distracted, you know, the last weeks 
we were together. Anyway 1 couldn't 
bear the thought of your 
back from the lotus islands 


coming 
d find- 


ing bumps in your bed the first 
night, so I've turned it for you. ГА 
advise you to turn it every weck: 
otherwise a hole always develops in 
the middle. By the way, I've put up 
the winter curtains and sent the 
summer ones to the cleaners at 153 
Brompton Road. Love, Josephine. 


If you remember she wrote to me that 
Napoule had been heavenly," he said. 
“The Yale editor will have to put ii 
cross reference.” 

“You are a bit cold-blooded,” Julia 
said. “Darling, she's only trying to be 
helpful. After all, 1 never knew about 
the curtains — or the mattress. 

“I suppose you are going to write a 
long cozy letter in reply, full of house- 
hold chat." 

"She's been waiting weeks for 
This is an ancient letter." 
And I wonder how many morc an- 
cient letters there are waiting to pop ou 
By God, I'm going to search this flat 
through and through. From to basc- 
ment." 

"We don't have either.” 

You know very well what I me: 
1 only know you are getting fussed in 
erated way. You really behave 
as though you are frightened of Jos 
phin 

“Oh hell!” 

Julia left the room abruptly and he 
tried to work. Later that day a squib 
went off — nothing serious, but it didn't 
help his mood. He wanted to find the 
dialing number for overseas telegrams 
and he discovered inserted їп volume 
one of the directory а complete 1 
ical order, typed on Joscphine's 


Б 


of the numbers he most often requ 
John Hughes, his oldest fi 
after Harrods’, and there were the ne 
est taxi rank's, the chemises, the butch- 


ers, the bank's, the dry cleaner's, the 
greengrocer's, the fishmonger's, his pub- 
lisher’s and agents, Elizabeth Атаси 


nd the local hairdresser's (marked in 
brackets, “For J. please note, qu 
able and very inexpensive" — и was the 
first time he noticed they had the same 
tial). 

Julia, who saw him discover the list, 
said, “The angel-woman. We'll pin it up 
over the telephone. It’s really terribly 
complete." 

“After the crack in her last letter I'd 
ave expected her to include Ca 
“Darling, it wasn't a crack. It was a 
bare statement of fact. If I hadn't had 
a little money, we would have gone to 
the south of France too.” 

“L suppose you think 1 m 
to get to Greece. 
Don't be an owl. You don't sce Josc- 
phine clearly, that's all. You twist every 
ness she docs.” 

“Kindness” 
“I expect it's the sense of guilt.” 


te reli- 


icd you 


After that he really began a search, 
He looked in cigarette. boxes, drawei 
filing cabinets, he went through all the 
pockets of the suits he had left behind, 
he opened the back of the television cab- 
inet, he lifted the lid of the lavatory 
cistern and even changed the roll of 
toilet paper (it was quicker than un- 
winding the whole thing). Julia came to 
look at him, as he worked in Ше lava- 
tory, without her usual sympathy. He 
tried the pelmets (who knew what they 
mighurt discover when next the curtains 
were sent for cleaning?) he took their 
soiled clothes out of the basket in case 
somcthing had been overlooked at the 
bottom. He went on hands and knees 
through the kitchen to look under the 
gas stove, and once when he found a 
picce of paper wrapped around a pipe, 
he exclaimed in a kind of triumph, but 
it was nothing at all — a plumbcr's relic. 
The afternoon post rauled through the 
letter box and Julia called to him from 
the hall, “Oh good, you never told me 
you took in the French Vogue.” 

"I don't.” 

“Sorry, there's a kind of Christmas 
card in another envelope. А subscrip- 
и been taken out for us by Miss 
Josephine Heckstall-Jones. 1 do call that 
sweet of he 

“She's sold a series of draw 
remember? J won't look at it. 

“Darling, you are being childish. Do 
you expect her to мор те 
books?" 

“1 only want to be left alone with you. 
Just for a few weeks. It's not so much to 


s. 


to them, 


ask." 

“You're a bit of an egoist, darling.” 

He felt quiet and tired that evening, 
but a little relieved in mind. His search 
had been very thorough. In the middle 
of dinner he had remembered Ше wed- 
ding presents still crated in a box cup- 
board for lack of room and insisted оп. 


making sure between the courses that 
they were still nailed down —he knew 
Josephine would never have used a 
screwdriver for fear of injuri 
gers, and she was terrified of hammers. 
The peace of a solitary evening at last 
descended on them: the delicious calm. 
which they knew either of them could 
alter at any moment with a touch of the 
hand. Lovers cannot postpone as married 
people can. "I am grown peaceful as old 
age ton he quoted to her. 

“Who wrote that?” 

“Browni. 

“I don't know Browning. Read me 
some, darling. 

He loved to read Browning aloud — ће 
had a good voice for poetry, it was 
small harmless narcissism. “Would you 
really like it?” 

"Yes." 

“I used to read to Josephine,” he 
warned her, 

“What do I care? We can't help doing 
some of the same things, can we, dar- 
ling?” 

“Here is something I never read to 
Josephine. Even though I was in love 
with her, it wasn't suitable. We weren't 
permanent.” He bi 


g her fin- 


“How well I know what I mean to 
do 

When the long dark autumn-eve- 
nings соте...” 


He was deeply moved by his own read- 
ing. He had never loved. Julia so much 
as at this moment. Here was home— 
nothing else had been other than a 
caravan. 


“... Twill speak now, 


No longer watch you as you sit 
Reading by firelight, that great brow 
And the spiritsmall hand prop- 
ping it, 
Mutely, my heart knows how. 
He rather wished that Julia had really 


been reading, but then of course she 
wouldn't have been listening to him 
with such adorable attention. 


“If two lives join there is oft a scar, 
They are one and one, with a 

lowy third; 

ar one is too far.” 


Oi 


He turned the page and there Jay a 
sheet of paper (he would h: 
cred it at once, before reading, if she 
had put it in an envelope) with the 
black neat handwriting. 


Dearest Philip, only to say good- 
night to you between the pages of 
your favorite book — and mine. We 
are so lucky to have ended in the 
way we have. With memories in 
common we shall forever be a little 
in touch. Love, Josephine. 


He flung the book and the paper on 
the floor. He said, “The bitch. The 
bloody bitch.” 

“I won't have you talk of her like 
that," Julia said with surprising strength. 
She picked up the paper and read it. 

“What's wrong with that" she de- 
manded. "Ро you hate memories? What's 
going to happen to our memories? 

"But don't you sce the trick she's play- 
ing? Don’t you understand? Are you an 
idiot, Julia?” 

That night they lay in bed on opposite 
sides, not even touching with their feet. 
It was the first night s 
home dat they had not made 
Neither slept much. In the mo 
г found a letter in the most obv 
place of all which he had somehow neg- 
lected: between the leaves of the unused 
singlelined foolsap on which he al 
wrote his stories. It began: 


ce they had come 
love. 


I'm sure you won't mind 
the old old term .. - 


"Yes, Td say you had a ve 


narrow escape.” 


PLAYBOY 


138 it, wa 


FOUR-COLORED SELL (continued from page 64) 


brought down upon an unsuspecting 
civilian population. He might order me 
out in the field to sell subscriptions 
door to door. What was on his mind, that 
finc stument that knew 
little, saw nothing, but controlled all? 
Soon I would know. Soon I would have 
to face the pitiless scrutiny of manifest 
capitalism. Well, that's our way of life 
— Gen. Bobb Anthony at the chartreuse 
push buttor 

My mouth w: 


executive 


s dry. Fear for my futur 
Also Goneril was a dehydrating factor in 
the economy of my saliva balance. Ву 
mistake I had licked my lip and opened 
the cut. 

1 carried the black folder with me to 
the water cooler and stood sipping from 
a uiangular folded cup. A trickle ran 
out of the isosceles. Goddamn statisti 
graphs, graph paper and leaky cups. 
When youre ahead, you're not ahead; 

nd when you're behind, you're collect- 

ing unemployment. What would I do for 
the child support? Well, I'd find an- 
other job. 

Rita approached too closely, raisins 
and nuts, as I stood sipping cool wa 
and said, "Mr. Anthony called. 
now. If you're not too busy." I was sti 
at Ше gurglebotle of spring water. 
There were droplets on my tie. I had not 
worn old school today. Knit, the raveled 
tie of care which had flapped in Goneril’s 
face as I lugged her home. Last night 
had left me slightly verbose, weak in the 
head and needing the moral support of 
He'd like you to step in to 
id. I wondered if Tom D. 
iL.you're-nottoo-busies. from 


got those 
her satiny lips. Please hurry up if you're 


not too busy, Frederi 
tuckered-out Davenport. 

1 blew at the tip of her nose and she 
winced. “Thunkyo,” I said crisply, Eng- 
lishing it up a bit. She knew this wasn't 
love and her mouth wriggled accordingly 

On my way to the boss I stopped to 
chat with Tom Davenport in his corner 
of the work A few symbolic words 
to establish my goal for the day: Absence 
of Panic. Davenport was my colleague in 
Advertising, slightly my senior 
and seriousness; Promotion is 


s waiting. Poor 


а more 
airy occupation, 105 the difference be- 


twee IF captain and a captain of 
infantry. He had a morning headache, 
he reported. Like a lady, he had morning 
headaches, not Папом ips. not 
gastritis; his regular physicam was a 
gynecologist, I do believe. "Oh I tell 
you,” he said. That year he was also 
saying, "Let's face it" and “The thing 
is, 1 got this headache.” Davenport was 
loyal to everything. He was a dog and 
loyal He was loyal to everything but 
his own desires. These he constantly be- 

ed. What he really wanted, let's face 
5 to be conjugal, uxorious, with a 


аз 


wife he bedded once a week except dur- 
ing the rutting season, then once extra 
on the weekend, all honor to trees bud- 
ding in Scarsdale. Instead he felt it his 
duty as а modern man, loyal as a do; 
the concept of Modern Man, to chase 
secretaries, and others 
whom his low energy put in easy reach. 
Because he didn't really want them, he 
desired only his wife, he had to invent 
newer and newer stunts, like the three-in- 
one pill. (Actually, it seems more likely 
that Rita and Frederika had invented it.) 
Poor loyal fellow used to take the tra 
out to Scarsdale, totally pooped, but 
fecling awfully loyal as he napped, s 
ing with the tain motion. He felt him- 
self in the big league for sex. He was а 
loyal little leaguer, anyway, lugging hi 
bat home to momma. Mrs. Davenport 
(Peg) was а thin and pretty girl who 
made hungry love to him occasionally. 
She looked like the assistant buyer at a 
notions counter. She took his exhaustion 
jon, a devotion to her 
which kept him driving. driving, driving 
t his job. Which in a way it was. 1 
imagine him in bed explaining affection- 
ately to Peg, “Let's face it. The thing is, 
I'm tired." The thing sure was. Together, 
like the Chinese Communists and Rita 
Rooney, they had taken the t Leap 
Forward into а dazed «Поп. and fatigue. 


receptionist: 


for work exhau: 


Secking an identity as Davenport the 
Stud, he became mecker and meeker, 


week alter week. 
It’s not nice to go about seducing all 
these nervous girls,’ I once told him as 
we stood im the men’s room, “some of 
them with this weight problem they have 
to take Dexedrine for.” 

He grinned nervously 


at the 


compli- 


ment. He zipped up, tucking himself 
ostentatiously out of the way. "How's 
the boy?” he said. I had made his d. 


On the other hand, he also had his 
doubts. 

Later he came up to my desk 
wanted to talk to me seriously 
things. He thought I shouldn't try kid- 
ng the folks too much in my letters 
The thing is, that was just his opinion. 
1 should just lie straight and friendly on 
the page and tell the American. people 
we were giving them something the other 
magazines wished they could give, but 
they just didn't have the know-how. 
Well, not say it, imply it, But not kid 
about vital issues and person 
know?" he asked. "Think it up in your 
own words, Dan. Let's [ace it, you're the 
sharp onc with words. 

“But you with the —" And I made 
an Italian gesture. 

“Aw,” he said, “I got troubles, you 
know?" That was just his opinion, too. 

"You make out swell, gee," 1 said, 
“considering you got all those trouble: 

"How often 
asked me. A little d 


ou 


you see 


I know, but is it worth И?” Another 
litle dig. Still, he really was wondering 
if he should maybe many Rita and 
Frederika, Well, that triangle stands up 
well as many of the parallelog 
Know, Also he was giving me the needle. 
“You're a kidder,” he said, "but I ha 
to tell somebody. Only I'd consider t 
thing, you know, about the P.O.V. Em- 
phasize how we protect American values, 
the home and country bit, plus the long 
view, that's the ticket. Consider it, any- 
way. We're going ahead on the woman 


package again this spring — special issue 
on problems, featuring the liberal view 


on divorce. We're going to say sometimes 
s justified. Twenty-three percent Cath- 
olics in our latest figures! Wow!” Не 
moved his head from left to right and 
then back straight on its socket 
“Risky.” 

Bobb wants to see m. 


1 to be part 
raid to take 
chances on minority groups. We had 
faith in the open-mindedness of Amer 
cans. "Hey, t p you got 
there!” he called as his parting shot. 

On my way to sce the boss I wondered 
why that statistic about our Catholic 
readership stuck in my mind. Had there 
been a significant 23 percent of some- 
thing in Kinsey, 100? Well, despite 
Pythagoras and Davenport, there is no 
agic in unalloyed numbers, A second 
ity — no essence. 


The boss, b 
t at an antique desk which С 
his wife, had personally installed : 


office (no work area for him). The desk 
uncooled the color scheme: it didn't go 
with the space dividers; it stayed. Oh 
you interior decorator, but 1 love my 
wife. On this stretch of wormy French 
wood with green hoofs instead of legs, 
Bobb placed his executive elbows, he 
placed the saucer of gumdrops out of 
reach, he placed his head in his cupped 
hands, he placed all his attention on me 
and said dolcfully, “Dan, you got like 
а talent for sweet copy, smartness. But 
producuwise we got to figure out how 
to use it bestest, Not just adequate, but 
authentic, I want you to be fulfilled, 


n: И my letters didn’t pull 
trade, 1 should look for other work. 
And smartness — chavs not а nice word. 
s: Keep an eye on the 
s. And don't say Lui 

Southhampton, 


even 


"How's the family?” he asked. "I sup- 
pose you miss them" (sigh) “it’s tough. 
Translation: Three years ago the com- 


panys Operations Research analyst 
finished his presentation of findings on 
the pilot project — statistics, market 


study, analysis of typing pools, depth 
question: on ial matter, 
works — with a comment to Bobb over 
lunch Эһ yes. Take an interest in the 


edito: the 


help. The team. Infects them with Oedi- 
pal identification — all siblings together. 
Break down the barriers. Implement the 
work concept. The image is = you're the 
daddy, Bobb.” 

Line of Meaning: Got to limit time 
oll for trips to Cleveland. The children 
of divorced. employees don't sell maga- 
zines 

1 told big-hearted Bobb, bi 
spon 


hearted, 
yjowled, snack-loving Bobb, about 
how my children in Cleveland had 
wanted to see what I did when I went 
to work. One day my stepwife, then still 
my antiwife, brought them to the office 
where I then wrote training manuals. It 
happened that it was somebody's birth- 
day and we were eating cake and 
drinking сойес and there were funny 
p he 
typewriters. "Oh," said the boys, "work 
is where Daddy goes to eat cake and 
collec. And ice cream." 

Bihearted Bobb was По 
thinking, Shouldn't get crumbs in the 
rollers, jam ‘em up. But then he came 
awake: "Cute!" he said. "I bet they're 
cute Kids! D dove kids like that!” The 
woubled, humanoid frown faded back 
on. He took off on Monday, Wednesday 

^d Friday to see his analyst —а three- 
credit course. "Kids. they're great, the 
greatest in the cathexis department" he 
sid, "mine like that, too— Caroline 
wants to have you out to the place real 
soon. You must miss a real home with 
kids.” 

Should 1 thank him? 


per hats on heads and crumbs in 


ng, 


"The stable family structure,” he re- 
marked, "is one of our foundations in 
life as in the пи zine business.” He was 


ted to return 
him to his elfortless self. A litle bit of 
that higher-priced spread would bring 
the boss back to normal — not that nor- 
mal was a happy state for him. On the 
contrary. But normal at least. 

I knitted my brows. “This job is à step. 
forward lor me,” I said to Bobb. “You 
know, New York is a bigger town th: 
Cleveland.” 

Up know 

luspired by comprehension, real inter- 
ıd Bobb, 
1 pursued my discovery to its outer 
reaches. "New York is more demanding 
than Cleveland. Intense. It's like the 
business center of America. Skyscrapers. 
Why. we work in one ourselves! Com- 
mercial and trade.” 

"More theater, too,” he murmured 
delicately. “The arts. Their galleries. 
‘The United Nations.” 

He was drumming with three fingers. 
There was a sound like hoofbeats at 
Caroline Anthony's antique desk. Г was 
carried. away, “And those double-decker 
buses on Filth Avenue.” 

Silence. Communion. A breach in the 
wall of respousibility, salary and stock 
options which lay between us. 


making an eflort I wa 


' he said resonantly, 


communicating between me 


This man is enjoying a Holiday 


Whatever your job, it's a holiday anytime you light up 
а pipeful of flavorful, aromatic Holiday Mixture. There's 
relaxation built into this blend of five custom-selected 
tobaccos, with the famous aroma men relish, and 
women welcome, too. Get Holiday toda; 

THE HOUSE OF EDGEWORTH 


Larus & Brother Co., inc., Richmond, Va. Fine Tobacco Products Since 1877 


OF NEW HAVEN 


a feeling 


... .of springinto-summer playtime in the colorful character of Narragansett Stripes. 
Created in imported woven cotton... deceptively casual, yet trimly tailored right 
up to the immaculate button down coller. This is shirtmanship. About $10.00. 
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“1 suppose you're kidding again,” he 
said at last, with a sigh, "since those 
double-decker buses went out after the 


war. 

"Yeah. They sold "em to M 
Kidding, Bobb.” 

“I miss ‘em, too. 1 used to ride ‘em 
with a girl all the way up to the Cloisters, 
you know. Rockeleller's house? Blonde 
hair. Small firm breasts. "That's wha 
makes you the right guy for your job — 

“Wha?” E said. 

"Your ability kiddingwise. 
T. A. test you scored excepi 
in Creative Kidding.” He 
lighdy with three fingers on the 
desk. Heavy drumming would have 
wiped it out — vibration, splinters. So he 
thrummed, but 1 took in the signal. 

“Bye, Bobb.” 

He reached for a gumdrop from the 
ceramic saucer his daughter had made in 
Creative Crafts ас nursery school. You 
could always sec when a paper had been 
given Mr. Anthony's personal attention 


о. I was 


On the 
nally high 
thrummed 
nique 


Dy the creative sticky fingerprints. Sur- 
ously he put the gumdrop in the 
and went looking for a 


They were his favorite, but 
he often got grape instead. 

On the way out I thrummed with tli 
fingers on my forehead, practicing, 
Bobb's secretary thought, Always th 
ing. Or so I think she thought. But my 
tique in hardly quivered; in 

ay curled 
s desires. 
Cunn; Self-knowledge and 
knowledge. The problem, Bobb and 
everyone seemed to say, is Communica 
tion, But oh no it wasn't. We commur 
cated too goddamn much already. It's 
what we communicated that bothered 
me. The President and Khrushchev un- 
derstood each other all right — they 
spoke clearly cnough — it’s what they say 
and do that may wipe us out. 


reen br 


эзсе. 


I felt that Bobb and I communicated 
just fine — communicated. incomprehen- 
sion, confusion, suspicion, doubt and 
friendly personal regards. Like Goncri 
he meant well I was being warned as 
only a gentle bureaucracy knows how to 
warn that the guillotine is being re- 
turned from its vacation in the attic. 

"Hey!" Bobb lumbering after 
me, ignoring the buttons on his intercom. 
"How's about lunch later? I can с 
my calendar." He seemed to have foi 
ten that he had already asked me to 
lunch with him. Or maybe this was a 
subile way of being пісе after the busi- 
ph and my children — 


ness about the & 


Jetting the whole office know that he 


ran after me, even fed 
mc. There was a in the din of 
typewriters as he trampled into the work 
area, pecling dried sugar from his finger- 
tips "And we can check the zoo!” he 
said. 

After his own feeding on m: id 
chops, Bobb liked to stroll into Central 
ark and make sure the animals had 
ed adequately, And that they were 
still there. 1 also liked to check the park, 
though 1 was more interested in the 
people on benches. The losers sit in 
Central Park of a nice Indian summer 
day, confronting nature with silent re- 
proach: some have animals, some do: 
some nurse 


appreciated me, 


tinis 


curable diseases, such as 
postnasal drip and Weltschmerz, waich- 
ing like parents over their hygienic fe- 


shes. 


For lunch we ate martinis, lamb chops 
with paper bootie 4. Bobb 
had like this weight problem. Sure, his 
gumdrops might contain caloris, he 
gued, but they If 
overweight didn't exist, 
have invented it Midtown Manhatt 
sometimes seems to use work as а rest 
between Metreeal ч 
serious; a job is only a job, but clothes 


binges. 


*Now that Harold has left, Mother, there's 


something I must tell you about him 


arc not made for 
“Well, it's not so bad as 


boys and girls. 
1 that," Bobb 


told me. Weight? No, the circulation pro- 


jection. 
ond pl 
consolida 


First place, not your fault. Sec 
с, every book has its period of 
ion. This is consolidationsville 
for us. Ne worry pas." He got that. from 
Caroline, I was sure. "Third place — hell, 
you want to spend a weekend with us on 
the Island? How are things in Ole Cleve- 
land? You know, I met 1, Barbara 
Jones, your buddy Pete Hattan been 
secing. You'd like her. My wile knows 
her from — Caroline knew Pete from 
He was puzzled 
knew Barbara Jo 
worldsville,” he 
topped his hand 
ally, over mine 
brotherly feeling, 


fidence, and that at his 
he could hold man in a 
restaurant without fecling queer; 1 


squeczed back; he squeezed; we squeezed 
in unison; the final squeeze clinched it 
that I probably wouldn't be fi 
just not promoted, in case my c 
led, and that at the very least | would 
someday have a weekend in Southamp- 
ton to remember him by. Pensively we 
untangled our hands from what mi 
have been. 
Us through Peter Hattian 1 think 
Caroline knows her,” he concluded. With 
the hand that had gripped mine he rest- 
lessly took up a load of peanuts from the 
bowl left, by error, on our table. "Ask 
him to turn you on." 

“Well, I suppose ГИ meet her some- 


da 


“SW., huh?" 

Small World. Before the boss married 
this wife and found himself in the 
business and on a dict, he had be 
a Jehovah's Witness briefly, then gave up 
doing the Lord's work to do the 14th Air 
Force's work (bomber pilot, situ 
there in the sky over Germany, cating 
Oh Henrys). and now he w 
doing the Lord’s wor s 
chosen magazines. Providing the graph 
didn't ground him. Bobb would never 
be fired; he had the bu equivalent 
of Calvinist grace — stock representation 
a directorship — but he didn't want to 
feel squirmy, anyway. He wanted to 
build something more than his buttocks, 
As a youth he had rebelled against his 
mily by find iously out re 
Iso he had made fri 
mes he grew 
y at lunch, overt 


5 back to 


on one of Е 


ng 


ids 


Tufts. Some 
cati 


Lord's 
s. The three fin 
id were continually 
busy, brushing peanuts, picking gum- 
drops, tapping his forehead. His wi 
Caroline was so clegant that she left out 
both the consonants and the vowels when 
she talked, trailing only a neurotic sexy 


gers of his 


breeze in the air behind her; she had her 
charities (Russian relief) and her men 
(Anon.), and she lay around a lot on 
committees. The Russians she wanted to 
relieve were not Red Russians. "They 
were foxy-faced children of heroes of the 
Inies which fought to 
in 1917-1919, ай over 
They scraped their 
ancestral saddle sores raw again in time 
for the Easter ball. “Hiya, Serge." “Hi 
Prince, howsa boy?” They were caterers 
or majordomos and a few worked for the 
CIA, advising on choice of hors d'ocuvres 
or Latin countries to be subverted, as the 
case might be. Their stubborn cous 
still needed subsidies from Ше boss 
wile’s сон. They alone upheld the 
banner of the screaming саше of the 
‘zar. What if the rightful government of 
La Sainte Russie were not reinstated i 
time to save the Czar's loyal children from 
infection by godless Western. European 
tually 


horse cav 


Europe and Sibe 


as 


v What if the Bolsheviki 
succeeded in making collective farmers 
out of the happy wood-yathering рез 


из? It was one of Caroline's causes. 
Bobb finished the nuts in the bowl. 
“Let's.” he said. He presented his Diners’ 
card. He wrote in the tip, making 0 
odd stifled satisfied grunt which 
make when writing im a generous ¢ 
pense-account tip. We threaded our way 
through the litte tables designed for 
drinking, not eating. on which we had 
eaten. We would now check the 
Bobb walked over to Fifth Avenue and 
uptown with great purpose. He kne 
where he was going. His wile liked lions, 
he liked seals First. for went 
though monkey “Blah, 
smells” he said. 

“и the kids and their peanut 
id. 

Its the monkey turd.” he said. He was 
ight. The red-and-blue-tiled. primates 
crouched, capered, loped. moped in their 


men 


тоо. 


me. we 
house. 


the 


(es and wor 


strong 
Bobb commented. 

Outside — "Blah!" cried Bobb to un- 
derline his point — we. paused near the 
hippopotamus in its deep mud. A child 
in bloomers, а boy-child with а momma 
who liked bloomers, a kid whose mother 
that bloomers are Ed- 
glass, this desperate 
s the hippo: the hippo 
lay stoned in mud, unresponsive, autistic, 
catatonic, asleep with its warts and sub- 
sidiary worms and weevils: the child 


had the notior 


climbed onto the fence and fell into the 
slurpy, turdy, fertile ditch. He was 
hauled up by his shrieking, bloomer 


loving mother. “Aice!” She screamed like 
the of a Japanese art film. The 
child wore a subtle smile beneath its pout. 
might lose the war. but it would win 
campaigns. Its momma, Lady Macbeth, 
was in a momentary breakdown, pluck- 


heaved itself delicately over. 
ts mouth — those shapeless 
drapes of tumbling pink membrane — the 
hippo let go with a volca 
yawn. Momma scrcamed at this further 
insul, and the child. dripping hippo 
reject as it dangled from its mother's 
hands, gave the animal a grateful wink. 
The child had paid a small price, merde 
on the face, for t reversal of for- 
tunes. Hs mother broke her heel stamp- 
g "Hire that man!” I said to Bobb. 
nterprising: 

“Do you believe in permissive chil. 
dren?” he asked. "I haven't made up our 
mind yet." 

The seals were Bobb's goal, but he 
had been courteous with my digressions. 
Sow his stride quickened. There were 
marvelous waxy yellow leaves strewn on 
the path along with the Good Humor 
appings and peanut bags. I was like 

1 Cleveland — banks of 
crid burning in the air. 
Abi ow here 
те at last. The seals poked up onto 
rocks, aw, and pointed their snouts 
heavenward. gee. Bobb gazed at me with 
ıt reproach, Sometimes he wished he 
didn't have to be my father figure. Be- 
ise of my dawdliug over the monkeys, 
hippo and people, we had missed the 
exhibition of catching hunchtime fish in 
the air. A seal staggered on its flippers 
and made awking noise. Moved, 
Bobb responded. “Kitchykoo!” Ве 
shouted. “Kitchy, kitchy, kitchy. koo!” 

y stickly digested their meals in the 


nic conv 


ant sur 


y sun and failed to answer his 
Maybe, me, they did not 
know what he really wanted of them. 


Any more than did the losers on their 
benches, playing possum. The boy at the 
hippo moat knew, though. Or knew 
enough. own purposes were 
clear to him. He wanted to embarrass his 


since 


mothe hippopotamus turd on 
his face and bloomers. We can usc more 
men like that in this country 

Bobb licked hi. y 
meat. Admiration made him h 
Both eating and dieting made hin 
gry. The thought of his wife made him 
hungry. He had pangs when he thought 
of the world’s troubles, Doing the Lord's 
work, he had been slim; as a fighter pilot, 
lean; now — fighting the belt. Calves 
heavy in his narrow pants. The pants 
hiked up on him. There were broad 
horizontal wrinkles in the lap when he 
sat down. His garters itched. He wanted 
to Пу again: like the seal, he had evolved 
too far and his flippers were overspecial- 
ized. He was clumsy. Regretfully he said 
goodbye to the scaly for another day. 
No tears. He would be back. 

Excitement had loosened his tongue. 
He began to tell me his innermost se- 
сев. I didn't want to hear. He would 
regret it later. Men have been fired from 
better jobs than mine for less cause than 
that. 


lips, hur 


hun 


J" 1 was saying. He had 
ng me about his body. "There's 
a health food for every lack —" Vitality 
energy or will, take your pick. 

Your friend Peter's a health bug,” he 
не ood. shape. 
Course, he's not married." 

Some of those foods taste good," I 
4. 

“Umm, I like carrot sticks, with a little 
salt, you know? For a snack? Instead of 
cracker 

We strolled out of the park toward the 
office, We hit the crowd on Fifth Avenue, 
going every which way. Bobb stood con- 
fused, his head higher than most, look- 
ing for his bearings. | could sec him 
selling The Watchtower and predic 
the end of the world soonest. He 
hungry for a meaning in life. He looked 


looked 
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hungry in general. Then abruptly he 
was reminded of the basic point. He 
stood amid the crowd and called down 
to me: "Now hear this. With your help, 
boy, we're going to climb into the stec- 
ratosphere, stee-ratratsatosphere. We'll 
not only sell more paid-up subscription 
no giveaway gimmicks, | mean gimmicks, 
than any other class magazine, but also 
than any other quality Now hear 
that. 

1 was at his side throughout this out- 
burst. The seals were over. The hippo- 
boy was over. I tended to consider the 
speech a little sanity-inducing joke оп 
his part, but he 
age of twi 
at the morning m nd on Thurs 
day at random. There at the southeast 
corner of Central Park where the Plaza 
Hotel gracefully looms, 1 decided that it 
must be a complicated put«lown, but of 
whom? Of me and my job? Of himself? 
Of his wife for marrying him? Of things 
general? Later in the day I came 
around to the simple solution: He meant 
it. He was like Goneril. He was since 
and that was the mick. "You're 
right, Bobb,” I replied, “and ГП do the 
best I can." He might have looked fool- 
ish to me, smelling his salty, spitty fing 
tips near the fountain of the Plaza, but 
he knew how to substitute other pleas 
ures for his slim bygone waist! 
lights were against us, so I took 
the time to admire the Plaza, the foi 
ins, the hacks and their horses. [t may 
ave been all a plot— the clop of horses’ 
the high hats on the hackies, the 
Кари: the Plaza fountains — 
t succeeded in generating a nostalgic 
ng for grace. 

“This is a beautiful corner," | 
“beloved by writers since the Twenties, 

“Hell.” he said, "I'm going on 45 and 
T still love it." 

Want to bet he was closer to 50? 

Alter lunch 1 wrote my child support 
check for the month, Sigh. A moment of 


ag. 


те. 


said, 


gloom. 1 took the pictures out of my 
wallet and set them up on the desk in 
front of mc. Must get new ones; children 
grow. Then rubbed my hands together. E 
went back to work on a special letter 
the subscribers of The Realist, a 
funny little hip magazine whose subscrip- 
tion list we had bought from a. parttime 
secretary who had managed to steal it 
out of the shoe box in which the editor 
kept it. Just how, 1 don't know. This is 
business, not crime. We paid her 25 
cents per name, and with the proceeds 
she took a weekend in Fire Island. Atc 
steamed clams for the first time — then 
the crook went back to Hunter College, 
with a major in Lit. 1 read (researched 
up) some back issues of the magazine, 
which was slanted toward the secular 
branch of the Lenny Brace cult. Prophet, 
not Saint, thank God. Steeping myself 
into the slant, а toe at a time, I tapped 
out some sick humor, ritually said 
E lo the typewriter, and. lets 
go. а, Dads. Sick we're not, but dis- 
usted. we sometimes are —" No. "Hey 
buddy. Look, you're probably not a 
magazine subscriber. Take a walk in the 
evening, pick up the headlines, 
browse in ап open-lite bookstore —" 
nd double-no. That blasted 
secretary, that smalltime goon, what 
trouble she made for me. How could I 
both conform to company policy and 
pick up the trail after this narrow band 
of nonconlormists? I mean, if you have 
to sell an ingroup on being an outgroup, 
ight as well teach Lit at Hunter 


for 


on 


ompanyspy, 
three-inone eyes. 1 was staring at the 
freckles. A blouse covered them, but she 
new I knew from Tom Davenport. She 
sat at a metal desk with pipestem legs 
and her skirt hiked up as she typed. 
Thigh, thigh, then metathigh — why? 
The Napolconic office boy ambled past 


with a fresh cargo of gumdrops for Mr. 
Anthony. An afternoon yawn hit me and 
I remembered. Goneril. 1 concentrated. 
Focus — it is important in selling. 
Delicacy is also essential, but my task 
was not casy. These small-small promo: 
les worse t 


tions were som 
ones. Even if it 


| the big 


me to the subscribers 
to some California literary quarterly 
with 126 paid-up admissions, we would 
bend all our (my) effort to drag in a few 
of them with a special leuer. Frederika 
and Rita whispered together int the girls’ 
room, but I slaved away over my cream- 
colored. Olivetti. It isn’t that sub- 
scriptions made any real differ 
we thought of them а ad- 
we thought like that, and they firmed 
up the advertising base . .. That was it! 
Try that old story again! 1 rolled in an- 
other sheet, It made a zipping sound. 
Bllach, 1 sometimes wrote the sell-critical 
words onto the top of the sheet; my 
fabb secretary knew enough. not to type 
it into the final copy. 

leader — jargon is shorthand, pals — you 
are especially valuable to a magazine like 
ours We admit that we attempt to in- 
fluence the decision-making mass ot 
Americans: à magazine like ours cannot 
edited from Big Sur; but still there is 
advantage for you too in keeping 
touch . .." | considered this а mildly 
novel way to sell the product. I піса to 
mply: Look, buddies, we're giving you 
to sneer at in case you're tired 
of Time-Life. Be advanced. Be f 
(1 scribbled in the margin: hp, 
meaning: Don't forget to use the words 
hip and swinging someplace in the copy.) 
Sneer at us, Г was begging them, at a 
bargain introductory rate to peer-group 
leaders, stamped envelope enclosed. 

In months and years to come I might 
have to deal with the subscription lists 
of the National Review (right), the Na- 
tional Guardian (left), а journal of mem- 
bers of the union of AFL-CIO business. 
agents, a Jewish anti-Zionist newsletter 
(we are Americans of the Mosaic persua- 
ion, we have swell table manners dating 
back to before the Civil War, in which 
we fought bravely and impartially on 
both sides), not to speak of such n 
sources of names as The New Yorker 
the Chevy Chase telephone directory. 

The buzzer sounded. Rita said, 


m 


an 


somethir 


Mis- 


“Pat him on, please, Hello, pal. Yeah. 
icky and hot inside — the air is cooli- 
fied. Sure, you say so, I'd like to mect her. 
No. No. I'd like to meet the lady. Trust 
in the Lord.” 

He called me the Mah: 
the magazine promotion uade and signed 
off. 2 1 wusted him 
to fill my evenings with ple and oc- 
cupation, amen. Back to The Realist 

At 3:30 I looked up to notice that the 


a Jackson of 


1 meant was tli 


coffee wagon had passed me by. I would 
do without. It tasted. like boiled back 
issues, anyway. The wastebasket was half 
full of wadded-up paper. But there were 
three sheets in а new manila folder. 

At five o'clock 1 skipped the usual 
drinks, as usual, but shaved myself with 
an old Sunbeam Shavemaster I kept in 
the closet in the men's room, in a gnurry 
extension cords wrapped 
around a drugstore mirror. It was the 
razor my father gave me when І got out 
of the Army — single-headed, slow, grind- 
g away like the mills of God against 
my beard. It still worked, The plan for 
its obsolescence had not been perfected. 
And it relaxed me to rub the machine 
gainst my jaw and think of my father 
Cleveland, moral, sleepy, 
failings. The grumpy motor m: 
my brain. I also brushed my teeth, 

Ar six 1 would meet Peter at his place 
and life would begin anew in the gray- 
yellow dusk of Manhattan. 1 would tell 
Peter about Goneril and he would cluck 
and grin and then he would lead me 
back into the maze. The girls of River- 
side Drive, Village chicks, those lovely 
East Side ladies, so patient in their cager- 
ness... But before this, I met the boss 
one more time that day, He barged in on 
me just as E was tucking the Shavemaster 
back in the closet. He said: “You work- 
ng kind of late?” 

And you piddling in the help's john? I 
wanted to ask. Lonely, Boss? But I didn't. 
While he stood aspraddle and sighing, E 
apologized. He shivered, took a deep 
breath, zipped, buttoned. For this relief, 
much thanks. Also it took him away from 
fingering his candies. I apologized Гог 
so late. Vd rather he didn't 
bout the shaving, but I also d 
im to think me panicky bec 
lunch and that graph. I winked. 
I said. 
he understood. He winked back, 
if he wanted to hold my hand 
But he only said: ^Fabb." 
out with the secretaries in the 


tingle of 


our 


some rary аташын ced deh 
m and clear precedent. Maybe this w 
be it implied that the beard wa 
growing out of the head on company 
timc. I imagine, given а razor account at 
n advertising agency, protocol might be 
reversed; the daily growth of hair could 
be considered field research, and shaving, 
it a case of market a 

deodorized and homogen 
with deep anal 
with our politics. If I could talk once on 
the phone with one of the President's 
speech writers, also in advt. & promot, as 
l in fact once did, I could cop a feel be- 
hind the files. 

Bobb Anthony had a vestigial twitch in 
It dated. back to the Twe 
ing is oul; we wink in words nowa 
< but the boss was 


їс». 


уегЬа1 despite 
rulity. Like the seal, he stretched, 


preened and fished in the air, He trapped 
an innuendo in Ше stec-cratosphe: 

Bobb winked. 

About that conversation with Washing- 
ton: We had been negotiating with the 
President for a little text piece on fall- 
out. His man said he was waiting for the 
The 


right crisis to wake up America. 
Chief was biding his time, You can lead 
a man to the shelter, but you can't make 
him dig. In the end we decided that 
major policy decisions should be left to 
the Luce magazines and Congress; wc 
wanted to preserve our independent crit 
ical posture, like The Reporter. Only 
sharper and more homespun. We didn’t 
think it in keeping with our image to 
add the President to our stable of writers. 
We preferred sharp-cyed pros. They r 
quired less rewriting and were unlikely 
to cause war with a careless word. In case 
of war, we would probably enjoy major 
circulation increases, due to national ans- 
iety, but this advantage would be more 
than ойе by likely hydrogen dama, 

our plant. The President's 
was OK by him. No sense i 


nan said it 


1 the cem 
were ready. He 
weren't hurt, but the plug he gave us 
for the fall circulation drive had a pretty 
general ring to it. 

From the woman's angle, we had 
thought the Presidents wife might gi 
us some tips on how to decorate. your 
home away from home, underground, 
making use of antique fold-away fur 
ture to lick one of the major problems in 
styling, limited space. We thought of ru 
в it with a red and blue color layout 
— a novel wake-up device to beat certain 
gloomy implications. Who wants to be 
cooped up with the family that w 
in a flawlessly decor 
Well, we van it up the fl: 
said — but it didn't Hutte 
away a whole promotion 


e 


spole — as Bobb 
; I had to throw 
s geared to 


the pro slant on "Wake Up. 
America!” Bobb liked the way I had 
stolen Ц theme from under the noses 


of the Т 
our 
(or . 
We stood at the elevator togethe 
Bobb stared at my lip with a worried 
frown (Boss takes interest in health of 
Team). “I got a little Chap 5 
want to try it?” he said. “Last time they 
тап their ad, they sent me а hundred.” 
He took his head on it slow shake. 
w m 1 gonna a hundred 
Chap Sticks? Eat ' 
"No" 1 hastily urged him, thinking, 

They're probably slimming, though. 
“Well, you take care." He put his head 
next to mine and his eyes widened de- 
۲ ! Hey! Wow! Thats a 


lical Right, and yet preserved 
] liberal postu 


do with 


am? 


, boy! 

I hung my face in pride. "Aw, 
It wasn't. It was а blow from С 
The camphor had irritated 
Boy! And I was worrying about you, 


neck. 


| smwavrrm. 
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100! Man! Come on, Dan, please — aw, 
come оп — please— have a Chap Stick, 
will you? 

Others came up, saw us in close dis- 
cussion, pressed the button for them- 
selves. Bobb made a small conspiratorial 
gesture of one finger to mouth. He con. 
sidered himself sworn to secrecy. I could 
trust him with my secrets (Boss like a 
her to Team). Implicitly. Grave si- 
lence. We entered the elevator. As I said, 
Bobb winked. At least a half-dozen peo- 


ple felt caught and blushed. What dreams 
on the work-ended minds? Guilty, 
ty. We shot down 18 floors to our 


what 


part-time careers 


together, not even gl 
other. Workaday love was over: conjugal 
duty and dating n . The troops 
narched through the lobby, good soldiers 
Il. We were released from the command 
of ravenous, organizational Bobb An- 
thony. The bu bbled us forth 
into the newsrecl even 
tomorrow, dear colleagues. Bye-bye. 

We broke step and took a breath, and 
then went forward on our separated cam- 
paigns. 

Subway. Down again. across, and up 
the West Side. The subway was filled 
with brutal exhaustion on the muzzles of 
travelers, brutal hilarity in the form of 
elbows and feet. We rocketed through 
the earth, holding our breath. 1 wanted 
to do something personal. It had been a 
long day. Personal! I felt denuded. My 
right shoulder ached. It had been to the 
wheel. Each day was like flipping a little. 
Each evening I sought to do something 
which would make me human in this 

nhuman city. The elbows in my ribs in 
the subway — like the bloomered boy at 
the hippo pit — made me flush with gra 
tude. Fight back, fellas! Return junk 
mail to sender! Loaf, laze and wallow! 
Enjoy a surliness break! Goof off! Love. 
Col iot enough. Drink 
! Kick and yell! My lips were chapped 
nd dry from the smiles 1 had licked 
away. Ah food, strong bread with sweet 
butter, that would be an introduction to 
personal life again. 

Onth хо meet Peter, | stopped to 
buy а loaf of pumpernickel in one of 
those supermarkets on Broadway which 
they install in converted movie theaters. 
On the marquee they advertise lard, you 
know? Or a special on Mazola? Some of 
them be ack now to 
noncholestcrol-produ an movies. 
Well, anyway, in the supermarket there 
was this girl, this woman — full in style, 
no hysteria on Ше face, а beauty in a 
plaid ski d white blouse, strong legs, 
high breasts, a long straight nose, just a 
touch of dampness at the blouse and 
rline; she was wheeling a cart and 
rested on the steering bar ad with- 
ring. That proved that 


breaks are nd 


she was meant for me. For ever after, a 
woman, a woman! 
touch of Of Indi 


lav. 


Goodbye, 
your chance. You 
ing, my uue love. 
to me, but she rode 
h the grace of a 


Goneril. you had 
паше it. Not this d 
She said noth 
that grocery ca 
angel. For my be 
toc to lift olt For me. Not 
a large bag. m. She lived alone, 
But she liked to cook. English muffins. 
Apple pies. Oatmeal cookies. Mm, fresh 
cookies. How to speak with her? If I 
came up behind her and said all at once, 
"I love you," wouldn't she maybe think 
me a masher, even crude? Possible. So I 
followed her. Grilled bacon. Bacon and 
tomato sandwiches for two. On a little 
marble table, Fireplace. The glow oi 
face. If only she knew how diser 
followed her, w 
delicate feeli 
falling to my 


in front of her cart, 
eciate me. But 
she did not notice. Snow. I 
wailed her in а transport. 1 wheeled my 
cart, containing nothing but a long loaf 
of bread, behind her cart, containing a 
mounting pile of staples. Jello yes. 
Jello no. She replaced the Jello on the 
Shelf, She put it back in the right spot. 
She would not lose my place when 1 
1 her to read something in à book 
ed. She would read the paragraph 
and hand it back. She would comment 
briefly. Later we would discuss it in de- 
tail, She was considerate of Jello. She 
would be considerate of me. With a deli- 
cate pressure оп the bar and wheels of 
her cart she braked it in order to read 
the backs of boxes. She was literate. She 
was an intelligent consumer. She сот- 
pared quantities of riboflavin in br 
fast cereals before making her choice. She 
made distinctions. She was intelligent. 
She went to the library near Amster 
Avenue to read Consumers Report. But 
she was not a slave to advice. Im 
the crisp pop of Kellogg's Special “K” 

inst the soft thrill of Whe her 
tongue between her teeth, the tradition 
of the New against a fine old flake. 1 
wanted to bite that tongue. Not now, 
Inter. I wanted to squeeze it gently, Later. 
Not now. But | wanted to, badly. At 
some future date. When 1 knew her bet- 
ter. When ii appropriate. When it 
flowed naturally from long acquai 
When she knew I cared about her, the 
real her, not merely some ideal of Ideal 
Woman, not merely some psychosensual 
target. She was not just a pickup. She was 
Venus and Aphrodite, she was а careful 
shopper. She put both boxes down and 
decided on Kretchmer’s Wheat 
the jar. It goes wonderfully with b: 
and nuts. In the fruit and nut depart: 
ment. I didn't blame her at all. 1 was 
with her there, I was on her side all the 
way. 1 was behind her. 


She whecled her cart and I wheeled 
mine. She had her hair pinned up and 
the nape of her neck was lovely, ui 
hysteric, calm, womanly, loving. She for- 

my sins. new I was a 
ner, but knew the worst of 
1 sins is not to recognize on 
flaws. ] saw error and sin! within! And 
yet she knew that I did not wallow in 
self-pity. Yes, I dipped in a toe now and 
then, but Ih 
Kretchmer's Wh 
she know that? 
changes some of the oi 
That's all 
ple: 


gave me 


s own 


sliced bananas, raisins, and sprinkled 
nuts on our morning cereal. We took 
coffee in mugs we bought at the outdoor 
fair on Waverly Place. We went shopping 
together because that was how we had 
met, she and I. 

But how to speak those first words to 
her? So far we were merely grocery carts 
that passed in the Manhattan night. 
Quality there. Frozen meat Live: 
Ground chuck. She wasn't poor, she 
didn't buy hamburger; she wasn't extrav- 
agant, she didn't buy steak: she bought 
ground chuck. She bought liver. She 
wasn't phony, she didn't buy wipe ог 
brains. God she was perfect. No animals. 
I bet she had no cats. 1 felt it in my bones 
— no cats. She liked human beings better 
than cats, But how to stop her? How? I 
mooned along, pushing rubber wheels. I 
had Чу picked a cart for m 
ttle elevated wire throne for 
a baby. She could be mother on vacations 
to my two. She would like them. They 
would like her. She took an old envelope 
ош of her purse and checked off her list. 
She had every item and more. Me. She 
15 on her list if she only 
knew. She did not know. She would lı 
soon. She felt fulfilied. I felt unfulfilled. 
How to fulfill us both? 1 could strike up. 
à conversation about. Pechter's Russian 
Pumpernickel, That's what 1 whe 
my cart. ] could tell her ай my jokes 
about it, my bad puns. How it supports 
life, it's true, it's beautiful, “Beyond the 
Pechter Principle" — Freud. "Pechter's in 
Our Time" — Neville Chamberlain. But 
she was too young for appeasement. But 
what if she didn't like Pechter's Russian 
Pumpernickel? What if she ate Peppe 
ridge Farm bi Wouldn't she think 
me odd? Eccentric? Pushy? "Beyond th 
Pepperidge Principle.” No, it didn't 
that swing. The rhythm was off. Sh 
might call for the manager. The police. 
Have me thrown out. For protectio: 
against her goons I seized a box of frozen 
strawberries and threw them next to th 
bread y empty cart. L 
make a brut apon. And maybe they 
would give me an idea. We need id. 
more than weapons. They gave me no 
idea, they did not even thaw, 


е 


ımelted. they 


The master maneuverers say that the 
important thing in politics is to be on 
the scene, present, there. Wildly 1 skated 
up behind her. If E knew her name, I 
could be more fully present. In England 
they know each other. Here we have to 
be empirical. Love is a kind of politic 
But what did | know about her? She wa 
standing at a bin that displayed rubber 
gloves to protect a lady's hands from 
detergent itch. This week only, if you 
it à pair of rubber gloves, you got 
Nc ‚ due to this spe 
offer. She took the pac 1 knew noti 

at all about her but what I sensed 
э my heart. Maybe she had a third hand. 
said a word to her. I listened to 
‚ but 1 never had 


1 neve 
her with the third 
the chance to say 1 loved her, third hand 
and all, D never saw her again. She never 
had the chance to make me the happiest 
man in the world. 1 was disappointed, 
wouldn't you bez 


1 carried my bread and strawberries 
down Broadway in а paper bag 

Even Goneril cared more than she 
did. 


Frederika and Rita Rooney cared more 
about Tom Davenport than she did 
about me 

Caroline Anthony cared. more about 
Bobb. 

“Youth is full of pleasure, 
care,” Shakespe 


full of 
of love; 


e said, thinkin: 


but every way you look at it, love no 
longer works like that. Now youth is full 
of care — struggle for an ideal beauty, 


struggle to fit romance to marriage, the 
bitter decision-making of divorce — and. 
only in age do most of us learn 10 ta 
pleasure easily. Age begins to know how, 
pleasure sinks into the bones at last; but 
in age à man should settle to his ambi- 
tions and get to work and be full of 
satisfactions. Still, there are nasty men of 
roping in the streets; young 
n in the basements, old. men dancin 
at Roseland. Youth and age both are full 
of care. Even Rita Rooney, letting her 
eyes cross all the way, is fabulously si 
сас. Bobb, Tom and the mau who 
wheeled the coffee cart worked at it all 
night, worked by day; Goneril lived in 
care as she made her films in magnificent 
pornoscope id 1 discussed; there 
was very much alike in all ot 

Could private detectives find me the 
girl in the supermarket? Track her down? 
Learn her habits and teach me to infil- 
trate her days somehow? 

Reasoning and fantasy. Blach. 

A group of Puerto Rican kids at a 
pizza stand. were laughing at me. I had. 
taken a greedy bite of the heel of the 
Land w ı my jaw ак 
g clicking noises. One of them tossed me 
crust of pizza. Не judged me harshly- 
I too. | sometimes think we all now 
son too much about things, Why? and 
why? and why?, cating ourselves up with 
insights, 1 insight you and you insight me 


1 ages. 


Peter a 


lives. 


bre. 


chewing w 


and we each insight the other; we brood 
brood brood: but then 1 look at the way 
I live at work, what I do with my bra 
»d goddamnit, maybe 1 ou 
nore. Is writing comeon letters 
what for we rose out of the slime with 
the help of the opposable thumb and the 
Olivetti? Is this why Г battered my way 
out of my mother's cervix, with my head 
all bloodied and her filling the delivery 
room at St. Luke's Hospital with screams? 
To write let'sdo letters? To smell Rita 
Коопсуз breath and sce the bottle of 
Dexedri To hear 
Tom Davenport's troubles and blull wi 


in the wastebasket? 


Bobb Anthony? Finally getting down to 
labor at: “In the coming weeks our 


ine-up includes such vital reports on war 
and peace, Broadway and Hollywood, 


Now the strawberr 
and there was а soggy stain on my grocery 
sack, E held the strawberries between two 
fingers. 1 drop-kicked them into the 
street. Applause. More Puerto Е 
kids. I had strawberry mush on my т 
tov. But the strawberries had only started 
to melt. I limped. 

1 wanted something more! The days 
were growing short. It was getting dark. 
Indian summer over soon. Daylight sav- 
ing time over soon. I wanted more time, 
more days, more light and air. 1 wanted. 
to like what 1 did. D wanted to love 
whom I bedded. 1 had plans for the 
universe. 1 wanted it to stick around for 
a while. 

Could 1 rescue foundered love, foun- 
dered mariage and family, by finding 
Miss Right? (Ten million frayed boys 
were looking for that same girl, suon 


lau ayered, strolling 
the super thout a past.) 1 would. 


take her for a weckend with Bobb and 
Caroline Anthony at their place in South 
ampton, Gradually she would sce me for 
what I am, Then 1 would lunch myself 


ely into business, founding a maga- 
zine called Thank You, The Quarterly of 
Gracious Receiving. 

What else is there to do? 

We're not at the Sc 
mand in Omaha, running switchboards. 
We're running typewriters, wheeling 
grocery carts 

So how else to spend all the power we 
nonetheless gloriously still possess? Not 
like the trained. scal bobbing out of the 
salt in the zoo, flapping winglessly under 
the sun. 


Up the stairs two steps at a time. 
hurry 

1 presented the bread like a carbine at 
Peter's door. Black bread with a harsh 
grain in the stock. Good bread, but un- 
k pout myself. 1 knocked 
with it, The door came open. Green eyes 
and а smile of welcome. A а 
eige shirt and a black knit u 
1g tied. 
Hi, Pete. What's doing топи 
es, boyo, games. There are these 
two good sports 1 thought you ought to 
she has nice eyes. The other 
му skilled. 


„1 said. "Hm. I think Fd rather 
sce nice eyes, There's more than enough 
technique already in this world.” 


wagged his head disapprovingly 
с not bei 


Ба very good student 
Old Uncle Pete is trying to tell you some- 
thing. After c 

I gave him the bread to show I m 
him no disrespect. “After dinner, 
said, “I want to take Nice Eyes away 
alone someplace. It would be kind of 
nice to talk to someone with nice eyes.” 
- bugged out his green gaze at me. 
ише 


ner we'll — 


it was time for to bc 
reality. Maybe Miss Nice Eyes 
camy Dan could find our way to. 
at skills we needed ай by ourselves 
on that workaday and fantastic floating 


island, 


me 


“Two Rs, stupid!" 
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cession he gave us those Mignounettes 
de Poulet Petit Duc of his and on anoth- 
er occasion his Timbales de Ris de Veau 
Toulousiane, you will perhaps appreci- 
ate what I suffered. 1 can see now that 
what I felt for Madeline was just a boy- 
ish infatuation. What 1 feel for Emer- 
ald Stoker is the real thing.” 

"But you can't marry Emerald Stoker!” 

"Why now We're twin souls.” 

I was still trying to find an answer to 
that, when Stilfy and St ppeared, 
and the former came bounding up to 
him. 

“What 


en 


те you doing hanging about 


I was just chatting with Bertie. 

Well, stop chatting with him and 

run like а hare. Spode's after you 
“En?” 

He wants your bload in buckets. He 
saw you kiss the cook." 

Gussie's jaw fell with a dull thud 

“You never told me that,” he said to 
me, and one spotted the note of re- 
proach in his voice. 

“No, sorry, I forgot to mention it. 
But it’s true. You'd better escape wh 
the escaping’s good. 

7I will,” he said, and dashing olf as if 
shot from a gun was brought up short 
by colliding with Spode, who had at that 
moment entered left center. 

"Hat" said Spod 

It's always a bit difficult to know what 
to reply when chaps say "H 
but Gussie was saved the necessity of 
searching for words by the fact that 
Spode had begun to shake him in a man- 


to you 


(continued from page 108) 


the word I want. His spectacles fell off 
and came to rest near where Г was stand- 
ing. I picked them up with a view to 
returning them to him when he had 
need of them, which 1 could see would 
not be immediately. 

This human drama had not passed 
unnoticed by Stilly. 

“Harold!” she cried, and one could 
gather what she meant. Gussie was no 
particul of hers, but she was a 


buddy 


kindhearted young shrimp, and one 
ways likes to save a fellow creature's 
life, when possible. She was calling on 


Stinker to get into the act and save Gus 
sie’s. And he stood there passing a finger 
thoughtfully over his chin, like a cat 
plainly at а loss to know how 
to proceed. 

The: 
Rev. Н, P. 
must hav 
ight mac 


nd 10 spare of the 
Even as а boy he 

nd broken tr 
and T knew that 
it was not pusillanimity that was stop- 
ping him getting action. Had he en- 
countered Spode on the football field, 
it would have been the work of an 
it with him to spring at his neck 
twist it into a spiral. But the brass hats 
of the church look askance at curates 
who swat the parishioners. Sock your 
flock, and you're sunk. So now he hesi- 
tated, and when he intervened, it was 
merely with the honeyed word. 

“I say, you know, what?” he said. 

Т could have told him В nd w 
bootless, if bootless really is the word, 
which I still doubt. When a gorilla like 
Spode is going good, you can't stop him 
with a mild remonstrance. Sceming to 


es, 


err 


“Why, Dexter! And I reported you to the 
missing persons bureau six days ago!” 


he advanced to where the 

was now starting to strangle Gu 
laid a hand on his shoulder and 
pulled. There w ad 
the clutching h 

Spode was 
that not only from the м: 
like a tiger of the jungle interrupted 
while tucking into its breakfast coolie, 
but from what he did a moment later. 
He hit Stinker on the nose, and all the 
doubts which had been bothering that 
hed in a flash. If there's 


sie, 


could sce 
y he looked, 


You 


orders, it's a socko on the beezer. 
e, Stinker had been all 
concern about the disapproval of the 
princes of the Church, but now, as 1 
read his mind, he was saying to himself 
"To hell with the princes of thc 
Church!", or howe curate would 
put it. "Let them eat cake.” There was 
а momentary mix-up, and the next thing 
one observed. was Spode on the ground, 
looking like the corpse which had been 
in the water several days. His left eye 
was swelling visibly, and a referee could 
have counted 100 over him without elic- 
iting a response. 

Sully, with a brief “'At a boy!” led 
her loved one olf, no doubt to bathe his 
nose and stanch the vital flow, which was 
considerable, and I handed Gu 
glasses. He was standing there twiddling 
them in a sort of trance, when a voice 
spoke, and I noted that Madeline 
was with us, She was gazing at Gussie as 
if he had been а mass murderer she 
very fond of. 

“Brute!” she c 
` said Gu 
What have you done to Roderick?” 

Gussie adjusted. his spectacles, cast a 
glance at the remains and shrugged a 
shoulder. 

"Oh, thar? He had only himself to 
blame. The fellow asked for it, and I 
had to teach | а lesson. He must have 
known what would happen when he 

w me remove my glasses. When Г re- 
move my glasses, those who know what's 
good for them take to the hills.” 

1 hate you, 1 hate you, 1 hate you! 
cried Madeline g I didn't know 
anyone ever said except im the second 
t ol a musical comedy. Spode had risen 
to his feet, and she took him tenderly 
by the arm and led him 

“This,” Gussie said, "is the end!” 
Another thing you don't often hear. And 
he, too, legged i 

There seeming to be nothing to keep 
me, I started back to the house. In the 
drive 1 met Jeeves. He was at the wheel 
ol Stilly’s car. Beside him, looking I 
Scotch elder rebuking sin, sat the dog 
Bartholomew. 
Jeeves!” 1 eja 
word. 

“Good evening, sir. 1 
little fellow to the veterinary surgeon, 


A moment befor 


a thi 


aw 


if that’s the 


culated, 


Miss Byng is uneasy because he bit Mr. 
Fink-Nottle. She is afraid he may have 
Ве something." 
s" I said, still ejaculating, "the 


“At this very moment Miss Bassett and 
i ing rel : 


they passed, 
ed. 

Out of м 1 Jeeves de- 
scribe as the welter of emotions one co- 


n't shortly get a snift 
re in my tracks. It was now 
approaching the cocktail hour, and I 
made my way to the drawing room. I 
knew that. whatever his faults, Sir Wat- 
Куп Bassett provided cocktails for his 
guests. 

I found him seated with a well-laden 
tray at his elbow, and hurried forward, 
licking my lips. To say that he looked 
glad to see me would be overstating it, 
but he offered me a lifesa and Гас 
cepted it gratefully. 1 had drained it, 
and was fishing for the olive, when 
Stitly came Бош 

“Hullo, Uncle Wa 
before dinner?” 

am." 

"That's what you think 


jn. Having one 


sid Suffy, 


plainly glad to be bearing front: 
news, like those messengers in Gree 
tragedies. “There isn't going to be any 


dinner. The cook's just eloped with 
Gussie Fink-Nottle.” 


“With the 
е you sure of 


your facts, my dear? 
“I met them as they were starting off. 
Gussie said he hoped I didn't mind hi 


d him, 1 trust 
. 1 said “That's all right, Gus- 
Help yourself? ” 

Good girl. Good girl. An excellent 
response.” 

"You're pleased, Uncle Watkyn?” 

his is the happiest day of my life.” 
"The € it the happiest 
ng while the 
g Harold that 


Most of my attention being, as you 
veted on the soup 
ıs immersed, I cannot say 


y well im 
a which I 


whether Pop Bassett hesitated, but if he 
nt. The news, 


did, it was only for a топ 
now officially confirmed. 0 
Fink-Nottle was not to be I 
had filled him so full of the 
man kindness that you could almost 
hear it sloshing about inside him. He 
was in по shape to deny anyone any- 
thing. P really believe 0 at this 
point in the proceedings 1 had tried to 


touch him for a fiver, he would havc 
parted with it without a cry. 

of course, of course, of 
course," he said. “I am st that Pinker 
will make an excellent 

“The best," . "He's wasted 
He needs scope. Unleash him 
and he'll be the talk of the 
ablished Church. He's as hot as a 
pistol." 

“I am sure he is, But excuse me, ту 
dear, I must go and see Madeline 
and ——" 

‘Congratulate he 

“L was about to say— dry her tears." 

E any.” 

“Exactly. If any," said Pop Bassett, 
and was out of the room like one of 
those wing three-quarters who, even if 
they can't learn to give the reverse pass, 
are fast. 

It there had been some uncertainty 
as to whether Sir Watkyn Bassett had 


done а buck-and-wing dance, there was 
none with regard to Stilly doing onc 


now. She pirouetted freely, and the dull. 
est eye could discern that only the fact 
of her not having one prevented her 
strewing roses from her hat. 1 had s 
dom seen а young shrimp so above her 
self, And 1, having Stinker's best inter- 
ests at heart, rejoiced with her, going so 
far as to allow her to kiss me on both 
checks. If there's one thing Вегиат 
Wooster is nippy at it is forgetting his 
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1 troubles whet 


person а pal is cele- 
brating some stroke of good fortune. 
But in the midst of all thc k- 


slapping and threexousing-cheersgiving, 
a sobering thought occurred to me. 

“I agree with you," I said, "that this 
looks like the happy ending, but E think 
you ought to havc it in writing,” 

This stopped her as if she had bumped 
into a prop forward. The joyou 
tion died from her face. 

"You don't think Unde Watkyn 
would let us down?” 

“There are no limits to what your 
bloodstaimed Uncle Watkyn can do. if 
the mood takes him," I said gravely. 
“I wouldn't trust him to give mc the 
correct time, unless I had it in writing. 
If I were you, I'd go and get hold of 
Stinker and bring him here and have the 
thing embodied in the shape of a letter.” 

“He's out on the lawn. ГИ fetch him.” 

“It wouldn't hurt to bring а couple 
of lawyers, too," I said, as she whizzed 
past me. 

Ac this рой 
Spode came 
а black eye as it has ever been my pr 
lege to see. And it was as I stood there, 
trying to think of something to say which 
would be sympathetic and tactful, that 
Pop Bassett returned. 

But а very different Bassett from the 
ellervescent rejoicer who had exited so 
short a while before. Then he had been 
all buck and beans, as any father would 
be whose daughter was not going to 
marry Gussie Fink-Nottle. Now his [ace 
was drawn and his general demeanor 
that of a man who discovers too late 
that he has swallowed а bad oyster. 

“Madeline tells me,” he began. Then 
he saw Spode's сус, and broke off. It was 
the sort of сус which, even if you have 
lot on your mind, you can't help no- 
ticing. "Did you have a fall, Roderick?” 
he asked, goggling. 

I, my foot,” said Spode. “I was 
socked by a curate.” 

“Good heavens! What curate?” 
"here's only one in these parts, isn't 
there?’ 

“You mea 
Good heavens!” 


ima- 


. the door opened and 
» sporting as spectacular 


you were assaulted by Mr. 


though I'm not sure if it was the right 
thing to say. “Faults on both side 


Young blood, don't you know, and all 
that. 
For the first time Pop Bassett seemed 


10 become that the slim, dis 
guished-looking young fellow standing 
on one leg by the sofa was Bertram. 
Ir. Wooster,” he said. Then he 
stopped. swallowed once or twice and 
groped his way to the table where the 
drinks Having downed what 
looked like a beakerful of straight gin, 
he resumed. “I have just seen Madeline.” 
“Oh, yes id courteously. "How 
is she?” 
“OM her head, in my opinion. She 


were. 


says she is going to marry you." 

Мей, I had more or less stecled. my- 
self to something along these lines, so 
except for letting my lower jaw fall per- 
haps six inches I betrayed no sign of 
discomposure, in which respect 1 differed 
radically from Spode, who reeled and 
uttered а cry like that of a cinnamon 
bear that has stubbed its toc on a pass- 
ing rock. 

^I am not surprised d 
set, Rodei said Pop Bassett sym- 
patheti I feel the same myself. I 
am distraught. 1 can sce no light on the 
horizon." 

“But she can't marry that!" 

“She seems resolved to.” 

“TIL go and talk to her," 
and left us before 1 could expres 
esentment at being called that. 

It was perhaps fortunate that only 
about half minute later Stiffy and 
Stinker entered, for I could see that it 
was going to be dificult to hit on a sub- 
ject of conversation which would inter- 
est, elevate and amuse. 

“Here we are, Uncle Макун," said 
Sully, merry and bright. “We 
thought we would have the thing em- 
bodied in the shape of a letter. 

Pop Bassett blinked. 

“What thing? 

“Why, the vicarage.” 

“The vicarage? 
“The мка 
Harold. 

"Oh? I have just seen Roderick,” said 
Pop Bassett. changing the subject. 

1 think Байу made а mistike ar this 
point in giggling. There is a time for 
girlish frivolity and a time when it is 
misplaced. It had not escaped my notice 
that Pop Bassett was swelling like one 
of those odd circular fish you 
in Florida. 

"DH bet he had a shi 

“I beg vour pardon?” 


you up- 


very 


you're going to give 


“L thought it would bc. Well, how 
about that embodying letter?" said Stitly. 
"Harold has a fountain pen. Let's put 
the show on Ше road.” 

1 was expecting Pop Bassett to give an 
impersonation of a bomb falling on an 
ammunition dump, but he didn’t, In- 
stead. his manner took on that sort of 
chilly stiffness which you see in mag 
trates when they are fining you five quid 
for boyish peceadillocs. 


ou appear to be under а misappre- 
hension, Stephanie,” he sid in a metallic 
voice, "E have no intention of entrusting 
Mr. Pinker with a vicarage.” 

Зайу recled. 

"But, Uncle Watkyn! You promised!” 

“Twas not aware, when Г did so, that 
Mr. Pinker had assaulted. Roderick. 

“Roderick assaulted Harold.” 

“Indeed? That was not the way I 
heard the story.” 

“Well, it's the wa 


y it happened. Hai 


old was cooing to Roderick like a turtle 
dove, and Roderick suddenly hauled оп 
and plugged him on the beezer. Wh: 
would you have expected Harold to d 
Turn the other nose?” 

“I would have expected him to remem- 
ber his position as a clerk in holy order 
He should have complained to me, and 
1 would have seen to it that Roderick 
made ample apology. 

“What's the good of apologies? Harold 
did the only possible thing. He knocked 
Roderick anyone 
would have done in his place.” 

“Anyone who had not his cloth to 


“Roderick was murdering Gu: k- 

Nottle, 
“And Mr. Pinker stopped him?" cried 

Pop Bassett, aghast. "Great heavens!” 

There was a pause while he struggled 
with his feelings. Then Stiffy, as Stinker 
had done with Spode, had a shot at the 
honeyed word. 

“It’s not like you, Uncle Watkyn, to 
go back on your solemn promise 

I could have corrected her there. It 
just like him. 

“You have always been so kind to me. 
Uncle Watkyn. You have made me love 
and respect you. I've come to look on 
you as a second father. Don't louse the 
whole thing up now 

“If by that peculiar expression. you 
mean that you wish me to change my 
mind and give Mr. Pinker this vicarage, 
I am afraid 1 ppoint you. I 
shall do no such thing. Г consider him 
unfit to bc a vicar, and 1 am surprised 
after what has occurred. that he fects 
jusufied in continuing his duties as a 
curat 


must d 


ale’? 


1 move you 
"Nothing. 
‘You'll be soi 
Г disagree wi 

"You will. Bitter remorse is what's 
coming to you, Uncle Watkyn, Never un- 
devestimate the power of а woman, 
said Уу, and she buzzed oll. А sinister 
thing to say, it seemed to me, and I 
wondered wl she had in mind. 

She had scarcely left us, when Butter- 
field, the butler, entered. 
me, Sir Watkyn, Constable 
ires a word with you, sir." 


ble Oates, sir." 

"What docs he want 

I gather that he has a clue to the 

identity of the boy who threw a do 
nut at you, sir." 

The words acted on Pop Bassett as 
I'm told the sound of bugles acts on w 
horses, not that Гуе ever seen а war 
horse. He had been eying Butterfield 
with that  ill-concealed itation with 
which men of testy habit eye butlers who 
butt in at the wrong moment, but his 
demeanor changed in a flash. His face 


lir up. He didn't actually say “Whoopee!” 
but you could see that that was а mere 
oversight, He was out of the room in a 
matter of seconds, Butterfield following 
some lengths behind, and it was just as 
they left that Г happened to glance out 
of the window. 

‘The window looked on the drive, and 
I had wandered there during the Bassett- 
Stifly hostilities with the idea of remov- 
myself from the battle zone. From 
Г was standing I got a good view 
steps leading up to the front door, 
nd when | saw what was coming up 
those steps my heart stood still and for 
an instant everything went blad 

It was Plank. There was no mistaking 


of t 


that square, tinned face and that pur 
paselul walk of his, like a bloodhound 
on the wail of a prop forward, And 


when I reflected that in about two ticks 
Butterfield would be showing him into 
the drawing room, 1 confess that 1 w. 
momentarily at à loss to spot the proper 
channels through which steps should be 
taken. 

My first thought was to wait till he 
had got through the door and then nip 
out of the window, which was conv 
icutly opem, and I was about to do so 
when the dog Bartholomew came saün- 
tering along, and 1 saw that | would 
have to revise my strategy from the bot- 
tom up. You can't go climbing out of 
windows in the presence of an Aberdeen 
terrier whose slogan is: Bite first and ask 
questions afterward. In due season, of 
course, he would learn that what he had 
taken for a burglar was in reality a harm- 
less guest and would be all apologies, 
but by that time Bertram's outer crust 
would be as full of holes as a Swiss 
cheese. Falling back on my second line of 
defense, I dived behind the sofa with a 
muttered "Not a word to a soul, Stinker!” 


and was nestling there, speculating as to 
what the harvest would be, when the 
door opened. 


Sir Watkyn will be 
I heard Butterfield 


" said Plank, as the door 
I don't want Bassett. I thought 


closed. 
I'd made that clear to him. I'm looking 


ker. 
‚' said Stinker. 
thaps. The Pinker 


for a fellow named Ри 


Some relation, pe 
I'm after is a curate.” 
curate.” 

те? Yes, by Jove, you're per- 
fectly right. I see your collar buttons at 
the back. And your name's Pinker 


"Prop forward for Oxford and Eng- 
land a few yea 


Vell, Lord-love-a-duck. 
А note of aları 
1 given up play 


' said. Plank. 


came into 


is voice. 
w. have 


"Oh. no. I still turn out for the Harle- 

quins.” 
Well, 
a vicar?” 

There was a crashing sound, and I 
knew that Stinker in his emotion must 
have upset his customary table. Alter 
while he id in a husky voice that the 
one thing he wanted was to get his hooks 
on a vicarage, or words to that effect, 
and Plank said he was relieved to hear it. 

“My chap at Hockley-cum-Meston 
downing tools very shortly, and T've been 
scouring the countryside for a spare. And 
1 would never have known that you were 
in these parts if it in't been for a 
friend of mine, a Chicf Inspector Wither- 
spoon of Scotland Yard. He phoned me 
just now and told me I should find you 
at "Totleigh-in-the-Wold. What was that 
noise?" 

1 heard nothing. 


e you interested in becoming 


"Sort of gasping noise. Seemed to 
come from behind that sofa. a 
look." 


“There's 
er, very dece 


othing behind the sof: 
tly imperiling his 
ıg the facts on 


Гога pal. 
“Thought it might be a dog being 
said Plank. 

And I suppose it had sounded rather 
like that. The revelation of Jeeves’ black 
ucadhery had unmanned mé, causing me 
to forget that silence was golden. A silly 


thing to do, of course, to gasp like that, 
but, dash it, if for years you have nursed 
а gentleman's personal gentleman in 
your bosem and out of a blue sky you 
find that he has deliberately sicked 
Brazilian explorers ou to you, I 
in that you are fully entitled to behave 
ike a dog in the throes of nausea. 1 
could make nothing of his scurvy con 
duct, and was so stunned that for a mo- 
ment or two Г lost the thread of the 
conversation. When the mists cleared, 
Plank was speaking. 

“Oddly enough, I've never scen you 
play." said Plank, “Been out in Brazil 
and elsewhere. Only recently returned to 
the old country. But of course I know 
you by reputation. I don't think Т men- 
tioned that it's my aim in life to make 
the Hockley-cum-Meston rugby team 
the talk of England. We're all right at 
half and three-quarters, but the scrum 
wants stiffening. What Hockley-cum- 
Meston needs is a vicar who's a good 
prop forward, and everybody tells me 
you're outstanding. So you can take up 
your duties as soon as you like. ГП em 
body the thing, when I get home, 
shape of a letter." 

And after a well-phrased expression of 
thanks from Stinker and a word from 
Plank to the effect that he'd better be 
sneaking out or he might run into that 
old bore Bassett, the door dosed and 1 
felt it was sale to surface. 


п the 
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150 t0 ask — 


lor after the ordeal through 
ich T had passed J was in urgent need 
And Г bad had one 
pout to have another 
ther slower, when the door 
4 to turn and I went homi 
to the sofa again. 

"Good evening, sir.” said Jeeves а 
moment Later, peering over the top of it. 
“I fancied I had not been mistaken in 
supposing that 1 had observed you seek 
ing conce t. Would you care for an 

ir Wat 


of 


handle 
ag back 


appetizer, six? 1 was obliging $ 
kyn’s butler by bringing them." 
1 rose. My face was cold and hard, 1 
a picnic 
"Wl nt, Jeeves, is not a slab of 
wet bread with a dead sardine on it — 
Anchovy, si 
nchoy 
aws. 1 require 
categorical one 


e 


Lam in no mood to split 
an explanation, and a 
Ж 


You can't evade the issue by saying 
Answer me this, Jeeves, with a 
simple Yes or No. Why did you tell 
Plank to come to Totleigh Towers?" 

1 thought the query would bathe him 
in confusion, but he didn't so much as 
shuffle a foot. 

“I chanced to encounter Miss Byng, 
sir, and found her in a state of consider 
able despondency owing to Sir Watkyn's 
refusal to bestow a vicarage on Mr. 
Pinker. 1 had learned at the post office at 
Hockley-cum-Meston that the incumbent 
th was reti 
heen informed by the 
counter of Major Plank's enthusiasm for 
Rugby football and of his desire to 
strengthen Ше loci forward line, 1 
thought it would be an excellent to 
place him in communication with Mr. 
Pinker. In order to be in a position to 
marry Miss Byng, Mr. Pinker requires a 
vicuage, and in order to compete sui 
cessfully with rival vill 
ball are 
with Ме Pinker's wide experience as a 
prop forward. Their interests seemed to 
me identi 

“It didn't occur to you to envisage 
what would happen if Plank met me? 
1 said, still icy. 

1 was sure that your keen intelli 
would enable you to find a 
avoiding 

My iciness melted. It is not too much 
to say that 1 mollified. 

Should | mix you a cocktail, sir 

I shook the head. 

"Cocktails аге bootles, Jeeves. My 
predicament is not one that a dry ma 
tini with a spot of lemon peel in it can 
cure, Im to be married." 


shortly, 


nce 
means of 


4 him, sir.” 


“Yes, Jeeves, married. The fate that 
death, don't they call i 
Would it be taking a liberty if 1 were 


worse tli 


"Who to? You don't need to ask. 
Gussie Fink-Nottle has eloped with 
Emerald Stoker, thus creating a... what 


is 


“Vacuum, sir 

“That's right. Which I have to fill. 
Jeeves!" 
Sir? 

Т had been а 
personal favor not to say ^?) 
ing,” but at this moment I saw the door 
opening and speech was wiped from my 
lips. But it was only Stilly. She came 
with that sunny smile on her face which 
ways means tli 
4 of hell. 


she's been up to some 


For an 
trate. Then I got it, and 1 
reel 
“The eyesore, you mean 
I thats what you want to call 
he idea is to go to Uncle Watkyn and 
tell him he won't get it back unless he 
does the square thing by Harold. Its 
ats called power politics. Right, 
Jeeves? 
“Perfectly correct, miss. 
“But didn’t Stinker find you?" I said. 
"No. Was he looking for me? I haven't 
seen him. 
“Then you haven't heard the latest. 
He dashed off to tell you that Plank has 
i ¢ of Hokke: 


ven him the vica 
Meston. 
You're kidding!" 

Vot at all. 1 was present when the 
al went through. Behind the sofa, but 


“Well, pickle me for an onion! This 
opens up a new line of thought. Are you 
sure it's official?” 

“Plank is embodying it in the shape of 


СаПоо! Cal 


bjous day! 
ak like? С 
Why? 

ant to kiss him, and if he had a 
. I wouldn't Shall I kiss you, 


an-shave 


ak you, miss.” 


“Some other time. 

“Then TI go and kiss Bartholomew. 
And meanwhile 1 suppose the shrewd 
linc to take is to returu this thing to 
storage before Uncle Watkyn notes its 
absence. Go and pu и the collection 
room. Bertie. Here's the key. 

I like to oblige the delicately nurtured 
when possible, but there аге moments 
when only a nolle prosequi will serve. 

-"I'm not going near Ше ruddy collec- 


it 


tion room. With my luck, Fd find your 
t 


cle Watkyn there arm in arm with 
Spode, and. it wouldn't be 
10 explain what 1 was di 
how I'd got ii 

Jeeves, as always, found the way. 


100 casy 


there and 


“I you wi 
miss, 1 will see t 


с the object то me, 
it is restored to its 


ik you. Jeeves. Well, goodbye, 
I'm off to find Harold," said Suilly. 
and she withdrew. dancing on the tips of 
her toe 

1 shrugged a shoulder. 


“However, there isn't time to go into 
the subject now. You'd better put that 
ghastly thing back where it belongs with- 
out delay, 

"Yes, sir. If it were done, when ‘twere 
done, then ‘twere well it were done 
quickly,” he said, making for the door, 
and as I went to the side table where the 
d how neatly 
he puts these th 

I was in the act 
cocktail shaker. 
sounded without, and feeling that "twere 
well it were done quickly, 1 made for 
the sofa once more, lowering my pre 
ous record for the short spr 
haps a split second. 

1 was surprised, as | Jay nestling 
Таше nook, by the complete absence of 
dialog that ensued. Hitherto, all my 
visitors had started chatu 
moment of their entry, and it seemed 
odd that this new couple should ap- 
parently be deaf mutes. Peeping cau 
tiously out, however, 1 found that I had 
been mistiken in supposi 1 had 
with me a brace of guests. It was Made- 
line alone who had blown i 

But she was not alone for long. Clump- 
ing footsteps sounded. the door handle 
turned, and a voice said “Madeline! 
Spode's voice. husky with emotio 

“Oh, Roderick,” she said. “How is 


for the 
1 footsteps 


w 


ur 


ad ту eye," said Spode. 
“I've been looking for you everywhere. 
Sir Watkyn has told me the awful 1 
about you and Wooster. Is it true you're 
to marry him?” 

Roderick. it is true.” 
“But you can't love an ass like that,” 
Spode. and 1 thought the remark 
extremely offensive. Pick your words 
more carefully, Spode, 1 might have said, 
rising and confronting him, but Г didn't, 
у 1 аза. but I am not 

1 heard Madeline sigh, u 
the drift under the sofa 
о. Roderick. 1 do not love him, bu 
I feel it is my duty to make him happy. 
hah!" said Spode, which was an 
other of those things you don't oft 
hear, and I think that at this point he 
must have grabbed her by the wrist, for 
she uuered a medium-sized squeak and 
said he was hurting her. 

I'm sorry, sorry,” said Spode. “But I 
refuse to allow you to ruin your life. I 


"I think we can stop looking for Freddie." 
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won't have it. You can't marry this man 
Wooster.” 

"But, Roderick, I want to make him 
happy.” 

“Well, you're not 
ing me hi 
S to many. 
Since you were so high 

Madeline was plainly moved. 

“I know, Roderick, 1 know,” she sa 
having gurgled a bit. “Ah, why is life so 


oing to. You're go- 
I'm the one 
I've loved you 


"Life's all right" said Spode. "At 
least, it will be if you give this blighter 
Wooster the push and marry me.” 

"I have always been very fond of you, 
Roderick.” 

“Well, then?” 
“Give me time to think.” 

"Certainly. I'll leave you now, and you 
1 do all the thinking you need. And 
while you're thinking, turn this over in 
your mínd. Wooster, in addition to be- 
g hall-witted, is a thie 
"Whatever do you mean? 
"Do you know why he came her 
"To be near me. 

"Nothing of the kind. He came to 
steal that black amber statuette of your 
father's. 

"It can't be true!” 
fectly true. He's always st 


(ique shop in the Brompton 
Road, he as near as a toucher got away 
with your father's umbrella.” 

“I can't believe it," said № 

“II go and fetch Sir V 
Spode. "Perhaps you'll believe 1 

For several minutes after had 
clumped out, Madeline must have stood 
ша reverie, for I didn't hear a sound out 
of her. Then the door opened, d the 
next thing that came across was a cough 
L had по difficulty in recognizing. It was 
that soft cough of Jeeves’ which always 


he 


reminds me of a v 
its throat on a distant mounta 


1 top. 
“I wonder if I might have a moment 


of your 

“ОГ course, J 

“It is with reference to Mr. Wooster, 
miss. T just begin by saying that | was 
passing the door and inadvertently over- 
heard Lord Sidcup's observations. His 
lordship has a carrying voice. And I find 
myself in a somewhat equivocal position, 
torn between loyalty to my employer and 
the desire to behave like à good citizen 
and do the right and honorable thing. 

I don't understand. you, Jeeves,” said 
deline, which made two of us. 

I think you should be warned, miss." 
Warned?” 

“Regarding Mr. Wooster, miss. Г am 
loath to criticize my employer, but I feel 
that you should know that he is a klepto- 
maniac.” 

“What! 

"I had hoped to be able to preserve 
his little secret, but he has now gone to 
lengths which 1 cannot countenance, In 
going through his effects this afternoon T 
discovered this, concealed bci h his 
underwear." 

I heard Madeline make a sound 
a dying soda water syphon. 

‘But that belongs to my father." 

“It E may say so, miss, nothing belongs 
to anyone if Mr. Wooster takes а fancy 
to и. I do not think Mr. Wooster can 
help it. It is a form of mental illness. But 
whether a jury would take that view, I 
cannot say." 

"You mean he might be 
on?" 

“It is a contingency that seems to me 
far from remote." 

К Jeeves must have shimmered 
n and 
nothing happened except that my nose 
began to tickle. The draft behind the 


eves.” 


Ma 


nt to pris- 


“Dead men tell no tales.” 


sofa seemed to be get 
would have given 10 quid to be 
sneeze, but of course that was outside 
the range of practical politics. Г just lay 
there, thinking of this and that, and 
after quite a while the door opened once 
more, this time to admit something in 
the nature of a mob scene. I could see 
three pairs of shoes, two of which 1 
recognized as those of Pop Bassett and 
Spode, and I was wondering whose the 
others were, when their proprietor gave 
tongue. АП he said, presumably catching 
ht of the side table, “What ho, 
the drinks!” but it was enough to tell 
me that Plank was for the second time 
a pleasant visito 
Pop Bassett was the next to spe 
getting under the wire а short head in 
front of Spode. He said “Good heavens!" 
and then they both said "Madeline! 
Where did you get that?" and Plank said 
“Why, thats that litle thingummy I 
sold you, Bassett, isn’t i?" and Madeline 
gave a sob, at Teast it sounded like a 
sob. 
“Jeeves brought 
found it in Bertie 
“Ha!” said Spod 
"Who's Bertie?” asked Plank. 
“The nephew of an unscrupulous col 
lector of my acquaintance," said Pop 
Bassett. "How right vou were, Roderick!” 
"Who's Roderick?” asked Plank. 
Spode said he Roderick, and 


, Father. Не 


was 


Plank said "Ah? Well, in that case 1 

think ГП have a whisky and soda." 
Yes, how right you were, Roderick,” 

Pop Bassett proceeded. "You said his 


motive in coming here was to steal this. 
But how he got into thc collection room 
J cannot understand.” 

“These fellows have their methods.” 
Seems to be a great demand for that 
thingummy “There was a 
aced young son of a bachelor round 
fternoon try 


pie! 
at my place only this 


sell it to me.” 
“Wooste: 
Who's Wooster?’ 
Travers’ nephew 
"Who's Travers?” 
“The collector I spoke of. Obviously 
Travers sent him here to steal the 
statuette. He must have stolen it while 
everyone was busy at the school treat 
and taken it to you 
Couldn't have been the same chap. 
y fellow’s name was Alpine Joe. 
“Wooster would naturally adopt an 
alias.” 
“1 suppose he would. T never thought 
t Witherspoon must have been 


I was waiting for someone w say 
“Who's Witherspoon?" but nobody did. 
Instead, Pop Bassett addressed Madeline. 
Well, after this ——” 

“Yes, after this,” said Spode, “you're 
certainly not going to marry that worm. 

What worm?” asked Plank. 

“He's worse than F 


asked Plank. I 


"Who's Fink-Nottle?” 
don't think Гус ever come across a fel- 
low with a greater thirst for information. 

"My daughter was at one time cn- 
gaged to be married to Augustus Fi 
Моше. But he cloped with Stoker.” 


“He's eloped with the cook?" 
“He has.” 
“Dashed sen 


said Spode, "she's going to 
y me. Isn't that so, Madi 
Yes, Roderick. I will be y 
Spode uttered a whoop which made 
nose tickle worse t 
“That's the stuff! 
¢ to hear you talk!” he said. "Let's go 
the garden, I have much to say 


an е 


I heard a sound like a bursting paper 
bag. It was Pop Bassett expressing reliet 
and jo 


I heard him murmur. 

"Who's Lady Sidcup?” 

“My daughter will shortly be. One of 
the oldest titles in England. That was 
Lord Sidcup who just left us." 

"1 tho led him Rod 

“His Chris Roderick. 

“Ah!” said Plank. "Now I've got it 
Now I have the whole picture. Your 
daughter was to have married someone 
called. Fink-Nottle?” 

"Yes." 

"Then she w. 


to have married this 


hed out T 
nother whisky and 


said Pop Bassett. 

at this point, unable to hold it 
back any longer, though well aware 
that it would pur the frosting on the 


something behind 
nk, rounding it and 
subjecting me to the sort of look I 
suppose he used to give native chiefs 
who couldn't grasp the rules of Rugby 
football. “Good God! It’s Alpine Joc!” 

“I's Wooster!” 

"Who's Wooster? Oh, you told me, 
didn't you? What steps do you propose 


c rung for Butterfield.” 
5 Butterfield.” 
“My butler, 
“What do you t a butler Гог?” 
"To tell him to bring Oates." 
"Who's Oates?” 
“Our local police constable. He is 
ol whisky in the kitchen." 
aid Plank thoughtfully, 
if reminded of something went to 
the side table. 


The door opened 

“Oh, Butterfield, will you tell Oates 
to come here, 

“Bit out of condition, that chap,” said 
Plank, eying Butterfield’s recedi k. 
ts a few games of Rugger to pu 
him in shape. What are you going to do 
about this Alpine Joc fellow? You're a 
justice of the peace, aren't you?” 

“I intend to give him a sharp sen- 
tence. 

“I think you're wise. Pinches every- 
thing he can lay his hands on and doesn't 
understand the first thing about Rug- 
ger.” 

“I shall give him 30 day 

“Га make it 60. Nice round number, 
60." 

“There is much in what you si 

"Couldn't make it six months, I sup- 
pose?" 

“I fear not.” 

“No, 1 imagine you have a regular 
tariff, Ah well, 30 days is better than 
nothing, 

“Police Constable Oates," said Butter- 
field in the doorway, and to cut a long 
story s., in about another couple of ticks 
1 was in custody and on my way to the 
police emporium in the villag 

To say that when I lay down on the 
plank bed of my cell I fell into a dream- 
less sleep would be deceiving my public. 
I passed a somewhat resdess night. I 
could have sworn, indeed, that 1 didn’ 
drop off at all, but I must have done so, 
because the next thing I knew sunlight 
was penetrating the barred window and 
through the grille in the door I could 
hear a silvery voice. It was Stifly's, and 
she appeared to be ticking Constable 
Oates off with no little sev 
ates,” she was sayi 


was profoundly but it 
ned to displease the officer. He re- 
sented the charge, and said so, and Stifly 
id she didn't nt any back chat from 
Tim. 

"You road company rozzers make me 


“Not sure that's allowed, ГА have to 
look it up." 

"But Г keep telling you that Sir Wat- 
Куп isn't pre: he charge." 
So you say, mi 
Well, go and phone him 
him." 

This seemed to strike tes a sound 
idea, for I could hear him receding, and 
moment later I was aware of Stilly's 


nd ask 


to hear that, because I can't 
ng that all that’s happened was 


Beecher Hall 


for the young man on 
a budget on the way up 


We asked a eross section of young 
executives to specify the suit they 
wanted. They didn't hesitate. "Give 
us a natural shoulder, traditional 
styling, fine fabric—but, please keep 
the price within a young man’s 
budget.” We're extremely proud of 
our answer to these men. We think 
you'll be proud to wear it. Write 
for the name of your nearest Beecher 
Hall source. 


In The Best of Traditionals 


Beecher Hall Clothes 


JACKSONVILLE, ILLINOIS 
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10 
like me to tell Un 


certain extent my fault. Would you 
le Watkyn that it was 


1 who pinched that thing and that you 


are 


s pure as the driven snow 
Certainly not.” 
“Don't you want your name cleared?” 
Not if it means Stinker learning ай. 
He would be shocked to the core. It isn't 


s if you were going to be a gangster's 
moll. The gangster would be all for you 
swiping everythi wasn’t nailed 


down. But its different with Stinker. 
When he marries you, he'll want vou to 
rish funds. Apprise him 

© an easy 


ап. Yes, you have a 


jumpiness if he found 
you near the Sunday offertory bag. And, 
yway, there's по need to tell anyone 
nything. I heard you saying that Pop 
Bassett wasn't pressing the ch: 
I'm all right. Ah, here comes m 
returning." D said. as the clumping of 
Constable Oates" regulation boots made 
itself heard. 
Well?” said Stiffy, addressing him 

r Watkyn supports your statement, 
miss. 

1 told you he would. FI 


ye, so 


пе host, 


wide those 


Oates Пи 


g me 
pression that he was hurt and dis- 
ppointed, and I passed with Stifly into 
the great world outside the pri 

“Goodbye, Oates,” 1 said as we left, 
for one always likes to do the courteous 
thing, “It’s been nice meeting, you 

His only reply was a sound like a hip- 
popotamus tal s foot out of the 


mud on a river bank, and 1 saw Stiffy 
frown. 

ou know," she said. as we reached 
the open spaces, “we really ought to do 
something about Oates, something thi 
would teach him that we are not put 
into this world for pleasure alone. I 
and, but if we put 
ids together, we could think of 
g You ought to stay on, Bertie, 
ad help me bring his gray h: sor 
row to the gı 

1 raised an eyebrow. 

Asa guest of your Uncle Watkyn: 
You could doss at Harold's pla 


som 


“I will not. I intend to put as many 
miles as possible in as short a time 
posible between Totleigh Towers and 
myself. Aud its no good your using that 
expression ‘lilylivered poltroon, bee 


m adamant. 
She made what I believe is called a 
mone. Ws done by push e lips out 
ıd drawing them in ag 
^b thought it wasn’t a 
you. No spirit, that's your 
enterprise. Jeeves'll be here in a minute.” 
she said, and pushed off, exhibiting 
dudgeon. A brief while later Jeeves 
drove up in the car. 

"Good morning, sir." he s ghting. 
our disturbed night has left you ruf- 
from 


use asking 
trouble, no 


fled, 1 am sorry to see. You are Г 


soigné" 
"You know, Jee 
though this episod 


ful 
been has 
г. that one makes 
someone as a hell- 
ly behaves 


taught me a lesson — 


"Good heavens! We've been playing these 
mood LPs at 78!" 


са hellhound. Look closely, and. we 
find humanity in the unlikeliest places. 
Take this Sir W. Bassett. А menace to 
pedestrians and traffic and without, one 
would say, a redeeming quality. And yet, 
having got Bertram out on a limb, he 
does not, as one would have expected, 
saw it off, but declines to press the 
charge, It has touched me a good deal to 
nd that under that forbidding exterior 


there lies a heart of gold, Why are you 
looking like a stuffed frog. Jeeves? Don't 


с with me? 

‘ot altogether, sir, when you attrib- 

ute Sir Watkyn's lenicncy to sheer good- 

ness of heart. There were inducements. 
“L don't dig you, Jeeves, 

“I made it а condition that you be set 


at liberty, 


‘Condition? How do you mean condi 
? Condition of wh 
ЭГ my entering Sir Watky 
ment аз his. personal attendant, 
during our 
Court the gentleman, ve 
kindly expressing appreciation of the 
which I performed my duties, 
made me an offer to leave your service 
and enter his. This offer, conditional 
upon your release, 1 have accepted." 

The police station at Toucigh-in-thc- 
Wold is situated in the main street of 
that villa nd from 
standing I had a view of the establish- 
ments of a butcher. а baker, a grot 
a confectioner. And this butcher, 
baker, this grocer and this confectioner 
seemed to flicker before my eyes, 
they were dancing the twist. 

“You're leaving me?” 1 gasped. 

The corner of his mouth twitched. He 
seemed to be about to smile, but of 
course thought better of 

"Only temporarily, sir. I thi 
than posible rhat aft k 
or so differences will arise between Sir 
Watkyn and myself and 1 shall Бе com- 
pelled to resign my posi In that 
event, if you are not already suited. sir, 
I shall be most happy to return to your 
employment.” 

I saw all It was a ruse, and by no 
те м of them. The misis 
cleared before my eyes, and the 
butche baker, the grocer and the 
confectioner returned to what I 
ard Jeeves call the status quo. 

"When the fields are white with dai 
sies. you'll return, you mean?" 

“Precisely. sir. 

A rush of emotion filled 


ve 


зе, where we were 


(d 


nk it more 


из the w 


from 


have 


me. I felt the 


need of a gesture of some kind. Then 1 


got it 
“Take this Alpine hat, Jeeves, and 

€ it to the deserving poor.” 

Thank you very much, sir, 


he said. 


This is the final installment of a two 
рай serialization of P. G 
мене, 


Wodehousc's 


Sii] Upper Lip, Jeeves!” 


KEEP YOUR WIFE 


(continued from page 112) 


(This is an excellent. phrase. It 
shows tolerance, affection and good 
nature — yet. subtly implies there is 
100m for improvement.) 


Often you will find you have planted a 
seed. Watch it grow. 


"David, 1 h 
but black coffe 
three weeks. Now how are my legs? 
ovcly. dear, lovely.” 

(Every nice word helps.) 

“Above the knees, David!” 
ovely, Phoeb! Pretty soon now Г 
bet we'll notice а real improvement 


(Encourage and inspire, but never 
overdo й.) 


BE BOYTS! 


Though in most civilized countries 
maturity is the keynote to sex, in the 
United States the opposite is шие. Here 
you will succeed best by Being a Boy. 

Stay figuratively in knee pants and you 
will be loved decply and well. Call your 
wife "Mom" from time to time. She will 
accept th healthy, allectionate, 
American gesture, and will love you all 
the more. 

In fact. there ar 
the only safe approach. 


as 


mes when th 


"David. what's this powder and 
lipstick on your handkerchiel? 
Must be yours, Phoeb. 
"David, this is nol ту perlumc, 

and not my shade.” 

(All escape seems to be cut off. But 
wail!) 

Well. gosh, Mom, 1 mighta been 
a naughty boy, bur L couldn't help 
it, honest. This great big gal at the 
ощее just picked up your little guy 
id before he could say "Put me 
down" she gave him a great big bun- 
ny hug!" 

(Note the use of the third person, 
too. This is effective in such cases, 
since i almost creates the impres- 
sion it was somebody else.) 


BE AFFECTIONATE 


You cin be allectionate either (1) boy- 
above, or (2) doggishly, which 
у say is even better. 
Doglike allection should be just a bit 
Clumsy sind overeager, like a cocker span- 

icl waggin This 
ап ove 


best when 
| shaggy ap- 
pearance, obtained not only by tweedy 
clothes, but by keeping the hair mussed 
and just a little too long, and particularly 
by assuming а shaggy expression. This 
es practice, but is well worth the effort. 

The lopsided smile pla t here, 
but you arc striving for more than that. 
The shaggy expression cunno 
gue, simply be a 


accompan 


ny 


umed, it must be lived. 


It is, they say, а way of life — and a fine 
one, 100. 


UE SOUGHT AFTER 


You have only to watch a bar; 
to re 
unless other women want it, too. Ma 
this principle work for you and not 
against you. 

Be sought after by women and — mor 
important — let your wile know it. We 
can take it for granted that women will 
pursue you, as they will most men. How- 
ever, if you aren't outwardly attractive, 
have no fear. Seeming to be sought after 
is just ав good, as long as you make 


alize that no woman wants 


convincing 
“Lets cross over here, Phoeb. 
Don't think she sees me yet.” 
“Who, Davie? 


“That blonde.” 

(Always pick the most gorgeous 
hunk of woman in sight.) 

“The minky one, with the legs? 

"Mmmmmmm-huh. Can't imagine 
what she sees in me, pet, but she 
claims she simply turns to jelly when 
Im near her. Lord knows, I don't 
encourage it, amy more than I do 
with the others." 
Ollice р 

portunitics. 


rties will give 


you other op- 


‘Have to go, Phocb, much as 1 
hate it. You don't know what it is to 
fight off four or five girls at once. 
Let them get one mouthlul of liquor 
and they just swarm over me. Have 
to pick ст off like leeches. What are 
you gc Some people just 
radiate sex, and. 1 guess I'm one of 
the unlucky guys." 


g to do? 


Tf actual demonstration is 


and if you're unable (or ı 


necessar| 


11 


ng) to 
draw adoring women, certain types will 
be of help. 

1. The Myopic 
cannot see two leet in front of her, yet is 


This common type 


unwilling to wear glasses at parties. 

First make sure your wile is watching, 
Dut at a distance, Then approach the 
шуоріс one amd say “Darling!” in a 
stige whisper. She will turn on you a 
look of love fection that will last 
you come into focu 
rapidly, and if you are nimble 
vou can create ап impression not only of 
love and affection, but of pursuit. Fade 
into the mist and rejoin your wife. 


ind а 


Phocbz" 
David. 


"Did you see thal. 
Down- 


appreciate my problem, though.” 

2. The Co-worker. There is magic in 
proximity and daily association. Women 
who work side by side 
help coming under your spell, especially 
if you control their salaries or can throw 
business their way. 


BIG MEN ONLY! 
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for 
FREE 
CATALOGI 


40 SMART STYLES — Dress, Casuals, Hush Pup- 
pies, Boots, Chukkas — All in your exact size 


Plus McsRECOR JACKETS, SHIRTS, SWEATERS, 
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Build Authentic Models of 
Ж. M. S. Bounty and Launch 


A real collectors” piece, 22” (not plestic) 
long by 17” high — futi 

shaped hull ond parts, 
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detciled instructions. Bi 
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cle detailed. The «moll 
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They will like you for yourself, but it 
is difficult to make many wives believe 
this. In fact, if you encounter a co-worker 
at a public gathering, allow her to make 
the usual display of affection, but do not 
reveal the relationship to your wife. 


“Little 
Phoeb.” 

“Who is that woman, David?” 

“Please, darling!” 

(Take on а wounded expression.) 

"Let's not discuss it, shall we? It 
all happened before I met you. She 
never got over it, poor kid. 


embarrassing, I know, 


3. The Discerning. Some women are 
keener judges of character th: 
They can sce through your tough ve- 
neer, сап find the real you that lies be- 
neath. They can be forgiven for their 
occasional displays of emotion. 

These women will surprise vou with 
the accuracy of their judgment of your 
character, though — if you overhear them 
y be amused to find they heap 
ost shameless flattery on other men. 


n others. 


you 
the 


ive me 0 
. 1 just went 
1 did! You are the most 
lovable m: 


Davie, I saw you 
orgeous, be; 

all atwitter 
charmi 


wife overhear this and she 
1€ you all the more, 


Let your 
will app 


HOW TO KISS 


Many of us are likely to forget that 
kissing, when properly gone about, can 
be a real pleasure. And unlike so many 
pastimes, it requires no mechanical equip- 
ment, little training and small dange: 

The man who spends his time kissing 
сап scom greens fees, caddies, ski tows 

nd overhauling of motors. He can laugh 
at the weather, can feel safe from bodily 
injury, strains, sunburn, poison ivy and 
the like. Locker th 
their lasting bitterness сап be forgotten. 

And today, with our social advances, 
men have morc and more time away 
from office and factory, more golden 
hours of leisure, Use them! 

The Long-Range View. However, there 
are times when gay pleasure must yield 
to sober thought, time: 
take the long-range view. 

Just as important as knowing how to 
kiss is knowing when to kiss, and — even 
more important — when not to. 

IL it seems to you that your wile is be- 
ginning to take you for granted, if, for 
example, she greets you in the evening 
wearing an old pair of slacks, it is time 
for discipline. 

The Neglected Kiss. For several days 
neglect to kiss your wife. If she is used 
10 it she may, by sheer habit, place her- 
sell ша kissing position, lips extended, 
body quivering and face full of affection. 
Give her an excuse. 


room arguments в 


when we must 


“Oh. Sorry, Phoe 
give you this cold.” 


Don't want to 


“I didn't notice you had a cold." 
“You would if you kissed me, pet 


The next time an opportunity arises, 
say а few hours later, give her a different 
excuse. This is important. 


“Oh. Sorry, pet. Don't w 
catch this sore throa 
“I thought it was a cold, Davie 
Where in the world did you get 
that idea, Phoebz" 


The Automatic Kis: 
referred to as the Kissless Kiss, and can 
be administered on the check or fore- 
head, though the real expert ст do it 
directly on the lips, If it is kept quick, 
dry and sexless, the lip technique is by 


nt you to 


This is sometimes 


far the most effective. 


The humorous, or end-of-the-nose, kiss 
is equally sexless, but curies with it a 
note of for ness. 

The Slighily Preoccupied Kiss. Kiss her 
almost ardently, then break off suddenly 
and write something in a memo pad. 


“What are you writ 
“Oh, nothing. 
Tell me, Davie, tell me 
“Nothing at all, pet.” (Close the 
memo pad.) 

“Where were we? Ob, yes, come 
here!” 


Davicz" 


Or. during the course of an ardent em- 
brace, start humming something — вой! 
but not too softly. 


"David, what are you humming?" 

“Our song, Phocb." 

“That isn't our song, David: 

"No? 

(Slop humming and go on with 
whatever you were doing.) 


The Delayed Morning Kiss. A few 
weeks of skillful treatment should snap 
her back into line, if she is made of the 
right still. If so, be big. Take her back 
into the fold. It is best to do this dramat- 
ally, and one good method is the de- 
layed morning ki 

Leave a few minutes carly for work, 
drive once around the block, then rush 
back to the house. 


Forget something, D: 
“Sure did, pet. Forgot to kiss you 
goodbye. There!” 


Kiss her soundly, but don't overdo it. 
This is most efective if you have neg- 
lected to kiss her goodbye for the last 
three or four mornings. Then leave for 
work. She will await your return eagerly. 
The Anticipated Kiss. Closely related 
to the above is the anticipated kiss, also 
referred to as the delayed kiss, type two. 
Indicate subtly that you do plan to kiss 
her. Bend toward her slowly and then, as 
your lips almost touch, laugh soltly. 


“Oh, Just occurred to me. Funny 
thing happened at the ollice today." 


Tell your little anecdote. When 


you 


finally do kiss her, she will appreciate it 
all the more. 

The Burning Kiss. The mechanics ol 
this are simple to perfect. In fact, хоп 
can do almost anything as long as vou do 
it slowly. 

It is the real expert, howev 
adds afterward the lovable, boyish touch. 


т, who 


Gosh!" (Give her a big smile.) 
“Gosh, Mom, that was keen 


The Question of Ears. You will find 
women are sharply divided on their 
reactions to the ear kiss or even, in c 
treme cases, the ear bite, They either like 
very much or not at all. 

Experiment once or twice 
it fans her quickly into a flame you have 
noth er, another 
card in your deck. Remember it. 

“Should 1 Kiss Her Hand?" 7 
not actually subversive, hand-kis 
Un-American, and should be used only 
in extreme cases 

A word of warning 
nuts, hand-kissing is 
difficult to stop once bı 
e's hi 


th 


arrow in your qu 


like eating pea- 
tforming and 
„И not curbed 
nd a chapped ог 
nlection 


ui 


it can give your wi 
nibbled look and can 
and loss of appe 


te 


SEN ISNT EVERYTHING 


You will soon find that sex alone isn't 
everything in marriage. Being 
panion can go a long way tov 
your wife with deep and lasting allection 
for you. 

Be a Gay Talker. Remember that while 
nd glitter of the 


you're out in the whirl 


business world, your wife is leading a life 
which— while it may be restful and 

ilthy— is often drab. 
"Take back to her what you can of your 
ht lights and nimble 


minds. 


She will cherish it. Think, as you 
. of the bons mots 
the day, the 
ist others. 

uckle hightly, 
summon a twinkle to your c 


return 


Embroider freely. С 


“Well, we were sitting 
ВК. кой when who sashays in but 
his secretary, fried w the ears and 
whistling through her tceth." 

(В.К. secretary is really 62 years 
old, teaches Sunday school in Hack 
ensack, and drinks one glass of sherry 
every Christmas, but no matter. You 
will find your wife is interested pri- 
marily in the peccadilloes of the ca- 
reer girls in the office.) 

Drunk again, was she, Davie? 

"Sozled! Well, we expect that, 
but this time she started taking her 
dothes off, right there!” 

“What did B.K. say, David?” 

“What could he say? After ай, he 
started it. Well, to put in all the sor 
did details — 


А little 


story like this will cost you 


ad is sure to bring sunsh 
into her life. 

Take Her Out to Dinner. An occa 
sional meal in a restaurant makes a 
woman feel loved and pampered. It need 
not be expensive if you plan it prop 

(a) Let her choose the place. 


e 


"You name 
all! 
“Well, there's the Gold Club.” 

(Her first hasty choice will be the 


t, Phoeb, any place at 


most expensive place in town.) 
"Good. We'll go there." 
(Never be niggardly. Start off 


gaily. Halfway there, stop suddenly.) 
“Oh, foolish of me, Gold Club's al- 
ways closed on Tuesdays." (If it is 
Tuesday.) 

“Sure?” 

“Positive. Joe tried to get in last 
week. Tell you what. though. Now 
that we're way out here, I know a 

ttle French place. Very intimate. 

(And they have a table ае din- 
пет for $1.75.) 


(b) Surprise her. И your wife becomes 
© at the sight of a menu. try 
old Continental trick. Select a good 
ble place and order your dinner in 
advance. Be sure to select dishes that she 
likes, and ones that will fit your purse. 

She will never see a menu and will 
have surprise after surprise as the differ- 
ent courses come on. 


expans 
thi 


“I'm not even going to tell you 
how much this all costs, but nothing 
is too good for my Phoeb!” 


Share Your Hobbies with Her. It is a 

happy marriage indeed when the hus- 
band and wife do things together, shar- 
all their happy leisure hours. Be a 
pal to your wife. Take her with you foi 
round of golf. Though she may not want 
to help carry your clubs, a well-trained 
wife can be useful in finding lost balls 
4 replacing turf. 
Aboard a sailboat a wife is invaluable, 
and often h a gay time, too. She will 
keep the deck sparkling. the 
coiled, and the jib sheets firmly cleated. 
You will be Вес to handle the tiller. 

Wives ake fine shooting com- 
panions One patient husband, faced 
with a cri his ke els, found that 
his wife not only blended well with the 
underbrush, but was able to hold a 
steady point lor minutes at a time. 


ines well 


AVOID ARGUMENTS 
Arguments have no place in the well- 
med m 
ship, marria 

Arguments occur only when there is 
псе or lack. of cooperation on the 
part of the wife. 

Once your wife realizes how admirably 
ed you are to lead, you will have little 
friction and a genuinely happy home. 

However, in spite of all you can do, 


E 


there will be times whe 
wife will raise her voice 
vill have beg 
You have little to fear, however, if you 
memorize the following rules. 


a poorly trained 
nd an argument. 


DON'T ВЕ LOGICAL 


Arguing with a woman is like trying to 
shoot pool with a hockey stick. You have 
a feeling you are playing two different 
rames at the same time. 

Being naturally clearheaded and Iogi- 
cal, you may try to rely upon reason. 
This is a mistake. A woman uses only 
ked emotions, weapons she can handle 
far better than you. 

Allow Tempers to Cool. А woman's 
tantrum is like а summer storm, violent 
but often of short duration. Once tears 
begin to flow, be sympathetic but pre- 
occupied. Improvise some simple but ur- 
gent duty. 


(Sob, sob.) "You 


don't love me, 


ight with you. Phoeb, soon as 
I check the safety valve in the base- 
ment. 
You don't love me 
I do, pet. Don't 
sky high, though. Back in a jiffy 
(Stay away for 30 or 40 minutes, 
then return with a bright smile.) 
“Oh, hello, pet. Perfect hell down 
there. Bla 
where were we 


it you blown 


Chances arc, her anger will be gone. 

Arouse Pity. This requires expert play- 
ing. but if done correctly can melt the 
coldest heart. 


“Gosh, Mom, when you come run- 
nin’ at your little D. e that, 
well, I just wanta hide my head 
your apron and have a good cry.” 


ie Ji 


Once you arouse her sympathy, you 
battle is half won. 

Be Strong, Be Silent. Over the long 
haul, however, there are few techniques 
that equal simple silence. 

It takes character to remain wordless, 
but you will have character to spar 
Several days of silence will wear down 
the most determined outburst 

You may be tempted to add the enig- 
matic smile or the tuncless hum. Do not 
do so. Utter € and the masklike 
expression are less satisfying, but will do 
the best job. 


silen 


WELL WORI 


THE EFFORT 


Remember, kindness and conside 
tion for your wife do pay off. The sellish 
husband who goes his own way without 
regard for his wife's feelings will soo: 
find himself with a broken home. 

Be good to your wife and she will be 
good to you. 
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HUNG JURY (continued from page 111) 


in which she lay. 

“Oh, God,” the driver whispered, "she 
ran out in front of me." 

He looked up, already pleading inno- 
cence, though there was as yet nobody to 
hear. “I couldn't help it^ he whispered. 
“и зали my fault, She ran out in front 
of me.” He stood and looked about him 
in horror and hopelessness, his body. 
his face y aged. 

Rosa Belle Miller had just п sup- 
per with her parents, taken her plate and 
silverware to the Kitchen sink and, after 


a word of permission from her mother 
from her 


and a kiss and an embrace 
father, run out to play with a 
child, the t and 
. Her parents had not heard the f; 
thud of chromium and steel upon flesh 
and bone. Her mother, Agnes (or Aggie) 
Miller, was gathering the rest of the 
dishes and taking them into the kitchen. 
Her father, Cletus (Clete) Miller, had 
looked after his daughter as she skipped 
from the room, his face lighted with love 
ud joy. Now he flung his paper napkin 
aside with the faintly contemptuous air 
of a man who found c: necessity, 
ог even an annoyance, r tun a 


across 


с 


ther 


pleasure, He rose and walked from the 


dining room into the li 
he picked up the cv paper from 
Wilmington. He was shaking it open and 
bending to sit down in his casy d 

when his movements and gestures were 
uerrupted by the ringing of his tele- 
phone. Walking into the hall, he an- 
swered it—an old-fashioned upright 
telephone on а marble-topped table, 
receiver hanging by prongs at its side. 

Clete listened. His head lowered sud- 
denly and a light sprang into his eyes- 
Alter a moment he said, "It's tonight, 
it? PII be there. You don't think I'd miss 
this, do you?" He spoke low, his lips 
most touching the black, flared mo 
piece. Another pause, then: "Liste 
Brother, don't say that on the phone 
We've got enemies. You never know 
who's listenin’. 

By city standards, the Millers’ house 
was plain. All houses in Tobacco Grove 
were so — small, modest, American frame 
20th 


i; room, where 


in; 


r 


with Victorian ging and 
Century television A few stood 
1 oak groves, but most of them (their 


n rools glaring in sunlight, gleaming 
1 moonlight or starlight. drumming in 
rain) stood bleakly exposed to whatever 
weather the seasons brought. The larger 
ones housed the county offices, the gro- 
cery stores, the drugstore and the 
Masonic Lodge. There were six filling 
stations (one for every 300 people) and 
two garages, The courthouse was Roman, 
Greck and Georgian, which made it, like 
the homes, thoroughly American. Only 


188 the new medical clinic, of all the struc- 


tures im Tobacco Grove, seemed alien 
and new. It was long and low after the 
modern fashion, all squares and. rectan- 
gles, precisely brick, with large. picture 
windows in its waiting room and case- 
ment windows in its wards. Its rooms and 
corridors were air conditioned; they were 
muted and clinical, and they smelled of 
drugs and antiseptics — that typical hos- 
pital odor that always somehow becomes 
the odor of blood. The clinic was hall a 
mile across town from the home of the 
Millers. 

The village didu't end. Rather, it 
merged with or flowed into the a 
fields and forests where tobacco grew 
heavy and green, and the piny woods 
rose stunted and dusty from sandy 
Out there, rutted. roads sprouted 
the highway and twisted and coiled to 
the shacks of tenant farmers, white and 
colored. In one of these shacks lived a 
woman named Clemmy (once Clemen- 
tine) Suggs, a young widow with a hard, 
bony body and dirty, stringy blonde hair. 
It was said in the and the county 
that she received men upon the dishev- 
cled quilted bed of her one room. That 
she even received Negro men. The keep- 
ers of the community's morals were said 
to be pondering her c 

Clete Miller still listened, the tele- 
phone receiver clamped to his big freck- 
Jed left car. Aggie Miller had poured 
white soap flakes from a red, white and 
blue box into a dappled gray dishpan 
and poured in hot water from a dappled 
blue kettle. With the patient movements 
of one whose blood r s 
low pressure, she turned this wa 
that, and bent her elbows and dipped her 
fingers imo the soaped water. It had 
been 1 two minutes since theis 
daughter had left the table (it's always 
startling to lean how many ms 
can be brief time). Aggi 
Miller began to hear cries from some- 
where out front. She paid them no 
attention. Prol pl 
She was a tall, dry, juiceless womz 
humble, meck, thot 
herit the earth, just help populate it. 
She had bore 10 children altogether. 
Six of them died carly. Of the thr 
g sous, one was in the Amy at Fort 
Jackson; one clerked in a shoe store in 
Wilmington; and one, the eldest, had 
argued with his father, suffered a blow in 
the face, and gone away; he had not 
been heard from for over a year. His ab- 
sgie Miller bore with humility 
csignation. The Lord worked in 
mysterious ways. He gave and He took 
he boy, the Prodigal Son, hum- 
bled, praying forgiveness, would come 
home someday, aud she would kill a 
fated chick 

Clete also heard the cries fron 


nbient 


om 


Jess thi 


made 


sur- 


vivi 


outside. 


He frowned faintly. He was a large 
ruddy man, his sandy hair graying and 
thinning upon his freckled scalp. His 
ace was fleshy, but deceptively so. per 
haps. Beneath the rounded checks, the 
bulky nose and the surprisingly weak, 
loose mouth, one could see at times the 
power and the flash of the prophet of 
old; Elijah, perhaps, mocking the priests 
of Baal, or even а more recent prophet 
with muscle and fash driving the money- 
changers from the temple: a dedication, 
а purpo. в а light that marked him 
lor fine, elevated causes. He was a de 
con, a giver to charities, a man of prayer. 
His wife knew that he was the best of 
men: а saint. 

"Jake," Clete was saying, low 
мо the telephone, looking, blindly 
through the front screen door to the out 
ide, where the sounds of voices were 
pitch, "Brother. Jake, you 
don't have to convert me. You know me. 
I'm as dedicated to this cause as you are, 


and 
secret 


sid 


1 got a little d hter I'm not ever goin’ 
to let ‘em get. I'm goin’ to keep hy fe 
s the rock, pure as the driven snow. Her 


lr So 


nd her children and their c 
help me God, | am. FI do anyu 

‘Their daughter Rosa Belle had been a 
surprise of their middle years. She could 
be their grandchild (as their neighbors 
always said). She was Ше apple of his 
eye (this too they always said). It was 
a joy that swelled the hea 


id misted 


the eye to see Clete Miller with that 
golden-haired little da 


ghter of his. She 
rode his shoulders to the post office every 
morning. He filled her room with dolls. 
Never in all her life had he struck her, 
in reproof or in punishment or ger 
He wept sometimes, ight, in da 
ness, thinking about Rosa Belle. There 
couldn't be much bad in a man who 
could love a child so (this too they said). 

But now — now Clete, though the 
ceiver was still damped to his cai, had 
stopped listening to his caller. He looked 
with growing interest out into the twi 
ight. He was being called — по doubt 
about it, several voices were shouting hi 
name. His wile stepped softly into the 
hall, her dry, pale lips parted in wonde! 
ing. What could it be? The voices drew 
near, A man ran up on the front porch, 


dim, almost translucent, seen through 
n, 


the ser ı the haze of twilight. He 
shouted, Леке, it’s your little girl 
—it's Rosa Belle.” 

The man — neighbor, Emmett Jones, 
across the street, Rost Belle playing with 
his daughter Florence — burst open. the 
screen. door and stood there shoutir 
nd flinging his arms. What? What? А; 
gie said behind Clete, "What? What” He 
hung up and got to his leet. Rosa Belle? 
What? His wife brushed past him —H 
felt her sharp elbow strike his wrist — 
ad past Emmett, On the porch she 
sare 


Jete, 


amed and vanished. Clete now too 


"You know, Susan — you're going to make some lucky guya 
wonderful wife. I'll spread the word around." 
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ran past Emmett, but stopped at the edge 
of the porch. 

“We've called. the doctor. They're 
sendin’ the ambulance. But Ски 
Clete, it wasn't his fault. She ran out 
front of him.” 

Clete turned on him. What could thi 
stranger — this idiot — be babbling about? 
Impossibilities. Nothing had happened. 
Nothing could have happened. She had 
just left the house. He swung his stupe- 
fied eves from the distraught neighbor 
to the crowd gathered on the other side 
ol the street. Beyond it stood a cream- 
colored convertible that seemed to be 
like a hog at Ше base of an oak. 
a again, shouting his daughter's 
name. His voice shattered and his throat 
split open upon the melody of her name. 
The crowd parted. His wife (gray dress, 
bent back) was kneeling beside a scrap 
of blue cloth. Clete fell to his knees. 

“The doctor's comi 

“Don't move her. You might hurt her." 

"Don't even touch her." 

He did touch her, fingertips upon 
soiled check, palm of hand upon golden 
curls. "What happened?" he whispered. 
“What happened?” he shouted. 

In his hallway the telephone rang 
. It rang five times before it si 
lenced itself. Some of the crowd heard it. 
He 


Clete did not. stood. "Where are 
they? Why don't they come?" He was 
swered by the sound of a siren and 


s sobs. She Iay beside her daugh- 
1 arm across her shoulders. “Where 
The driver?" 

Once more the crowd parted. Clete 
saw the youth, down an alley of faces and 
forms, He walked slowly forward. A 
hand grasped his left arm, а hand 
grasped his right arm. 

“Таке it easy, Clete. 


The young man's eyes flashed. "She 
ran out in front of me," he cried. "I 
couldn't help it. It wa'n't my fault. She 
тап —" 
"ll kill him." 

“Take it casy, Clete. It wasn't his 
fault," 

"Ye 
fault.” 

“We'll see,” Clete said, turning back 
ghter. Once more he fell to 
de. He shoved his gro: 
and took a small cupped 
hand in his. His tears fell upon it 
prayed until, lifted and gently pulied, 
he raised himself and let the doctor take 
his place. The neighbors lifted Aggie 
now, too. in afterthought. The doctor put 
down his black bag. got to his knees and 
pulled back an eyelid upon a dead star 
ing blue eye. He felt a pulse, tested limbs 
d ribs, and with both hands ripped 
open the yoke of the blue dress. Не ex- 
posed а bleeding cut. To this he applied 


I saw it too, Clete. It wasi 


nd he 


160 а lluid, а compress and a quick bandage 


brought from his black bag. He stood. 
"Lift her carefully, boys," he said. An 
odor like acid cut through the hot heavy 
air of summer sundowi 

They lifted her carefully hands 
under head, shoulders, thighs and 1 
to a stretcher and carried her to the open 
back door of a black vehicle that served 
as both ambulance and hearse, as occa- 
sion demanded. “Follow us,” the doctor 
ordered, vanishing through the wide- 
open door which now closed and receded 
in the gloom of thickening night. 

Once more hands rested upon Clete's 
arms. His neighbors clamored with ойс 
to drive him and Aggie to the hosp 
He flung them off. "No, ГП drive,” he 
said. He ran to the back of his house 
and jumped into his Ford sedan. Roar- 
ing, it plunged backward and then for- 
ward and into the street. He saw Aggie 
sanding ас Ше edge of the crowd, gray 
and broken, His brakes screeched. “Come 
on, get in," he shouted. Two neighbor 
women took her ai id led her to the 
car and helped her 

The ambu ady out of 
sight. He tried to catch He mustn't 
let her leave him. The street lights 
burned suddenly into brightness upon 
the hot, dusty town. 

“Pray, Clete, pray God,” his wife said, 
gripping his arm. 

“Yes, pray God, pray God,” he whis- 
pered. He prayed, his shirt wet with 
sweat, his palms slick on the steering 
wheel, 

The sheriff's black car, its red light 
ing, roared past them. At any other 
time Clete Miller's eyes would have 
glared and aws clenched. Clete had 
once been a deputy sheriff. He had been 
fired. “They fired me because they're 
alraid of me,” he'd told Aggie, “afraid 
of the right, afraid of a man that'll fight 
for the right" Aggie had said, 
Clete, yes. You're too good for them. 
Tonight the two cars passed, and the 
two men, without a glance. 

Half a mile — to Clete je it 
seemed a world away, a lifetime away. 
He prayed. At some time he could never 
know, the name he spoke became Rosa 
Belle. 

A turn at a corner— and the Ford 
skidded to a stop belore the odd low 


nce was alre 


4 


brick structure beside which now, the 
big black door gaping open again, stood 
the black ambulance. Clete jumped 


from his car, leaving Aggie to make her 
way alone, and ran across the dry, gray 
n and into the front door. 
he shouted. 


Where is shu “Where'd 
they take heri 

A nurse (he saw a white dress and a 
gold pin, but no 
"Now, now, she's 
all they ca 
“But I've got to see her.” 


с) hurried to В 
- They're 


o, please. Now you just sit down. 
over here. 

He felt himself sag. It's 
with me, he said to himself. 
just beginnin’ to hit me. He let the nu 
lead him to a large square leather ch: 
He sank his body into it, and his face 


tchin” 


up 


into his hands. After a moment he felt 
a hand upon hi 


shoulder. He looked up. 
to Aggie's streaked gray face. She got 
to her knees before him. “Pray,” she 
whispered, “pray God.” 

He found himself p “Oh God of 
all, let her live, let her Jive. FI do any- 
thing. ГИ be better. ГИ be a good man. 
Гус been an evil man ——" 

“No, Clete, no, you haven't, 
cried. 

He started. Had he been prayin 
aloud? He prayed silently: Oh God of 
all, let her live, let her live. His total 
awareness, all the flesh, blood and bones 
that God had given him, strove with the 
ony of his praying. All his immort 
being labored to 
of the valley of the shadow. He be 
that he himself alone, by the power of 
his tissue and sinew and soul, could raise 
her from darkness to light; and fright- 
ened by his vanity, he prayed for hu- 
mility. Bur still he fought, praying, She 
must, she must, she must live, she must, 
nds moved with the 
flesh strove with 
vation of a little girl. 
a voice said, “Clete, listen to 


Aggie 


gestu 
his spirit for the sal 
‘Clete, 


He looked up. Sheriff Emory Barnes 
stood before him, a tall fat man who 
needed a shave, hat in hand, his 
shirt and pants wet with his 
lete,” he said, “Clete, I'm sorry 

"Yes, 1 know you're sorry, Emory, a 
Т appreciate it" 

You want to speak to the boy that 
done it?” 

Clete stood. Aggie, forgotten again. 
rose slowly to her feet. A few neighbors 
Pu 4 corner stared at them. 
Clete said, “bring him in." 

"Now, Clete, it wa'n't his fa 
sheriff said, shifting on his feet. 
10 two witnesses, and they say he м 
speedin', and your lide girl ran out i 
front of him. 

"UE said bring him in.” 

“Clete, I tell you for your own good 


"Bring him int” 

“Clete,” Aggie said. g his arm, 
member what the Bible says. Judge 
not, 

"The sheriff hesitated, but finally turned, 
motioned and called, “АЙ г 
come on in.” The boy (George; Clete 
never did that night get his last name) 
walked slowly in, trembling and whit 
He stood before Clete as before judg 
ment, but he repeated, "It wa'n't my 
fault, Mr. Miller, I swear it wa'n'L" He 
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waited in fear 
sorry,” he whispered at last. 

Clete nodded, "We got to be for- 
givin,” he said. "At a time like this, we 
got to be forgivin’.” 

Sheriff Barnes took a deep breath 
blew it out between fluttering lips. “ 
right, George,” he said, jerking his 
thumb, “you go on outside and wait. 1 
don't reckon they want to talk to you 
anymore now." 

The boy turned away, sloped to the 
door and went out. 

Sheriff Barnes studied Clete for a 
moment, “Clete,” he said, nodding, 
you're a good man 
You know he is, Emory Barnes,” 
Aggie cried, with a spirit they had never 
before in her. “It’s too bad 
you didn’t know that a long time а 
before you betrayed him.” 

Aggie,” Clete said, with firmness but 


ıd forlorn hope. "Im 


witnessed 


is standing on my з 


tenderness too, “now, Aggie, we must be 
forgivin’. God will not succor us in this 
moment if we don't forgive as we are 
forgiven.” 

“Clete,” Aggie begged, 
abuse me now.” 

"p won't, А 
under a strain.” 

Where's the doctor?” she asked. "He 
ought to tell us somethin’.” 

The sheriff nodded and walked away 
down a corridor. In a moment he re- 
turned and said they couldn't tell any- 
thing yet. A nurse approached and told 
Clete that somebody was calling him on 
the telephone. "I can’t,” he began, and 
hesitated. “I can't, not now,” he said, 
but followed the nurse through а dark 
corridor and into a dim small office. He 
picked up the telephone and whispered 
Yes? He listened. "We don't know yet," 
he said, after a moment. "She's still in 


"Clete, don't 


ie, I won't. We're all 


as. Your elephant 
{ег 


emergency But Brother, how. can 
I? This is my daughter Jake 
-. . Yes, but you don't have to convert 
me... Yes, Brother Jake, I know I took 
the oath, but its my own flesh and blood 
= can't postpone the thing?" H 
seemed to be forever too late for post 
ponement. No way to reach the brothers 
now. They were already gatherin Was 
Brother Clete goin’ to honor his oath? 

He hung up and walked out ino the 
darkened corridor. The doors 
labeled. EMERGENCY 
red letters. Beyond their lass 
he saw shadows moving across lights. At 
the other end waited the bright lobby 
He hesitated, shivering suddenly in ıl 
air conditioning. He sighed, and walked 
out into the light. The sherill was sone: 
the neighbors huddled in а corner. Clete 
swallowed and licked his lips. He walked 
to Aggie, who looked up at him, ques 


Brother 


you 


one 
Би 


at 


end were in ge 


round 


toning. “Aggie,” he said, “Гуе got to 
go. I've just got to. It won't take lo 


FH be right back." 

He waited for her to speak but she 
gazed up at him. 

7] can't help her by just waitin’ here. 
Still she gazed at him. The faith, humil 
ity and grief in her homely face almost 
broke him in two. But he said. "I've 
got to do my duty, Aggie.” 

"I know. you'll do your duty, Clet 
she whispered. 

He hurried outside. The heat struck 
him like a wall. He threw himself into 
his car. 

А few minutes later he stood in dark- 
ness with halfa-dozen other be- 
neath the impoverished limbs of the 


only 


men, 


piny woods, and above them, the stars 
"Brothers? Brother Jake said, as they 
crowded into a tight dark little group 
in the big darkuess of forest and night, 
“Brothers, E want you all to know what 
our good Brother Clete here has done. 
His little daughter was hit by a car not 
an hour ago. She's in the clinic. She may 
be bad olf.” 

Clete was choked by a sob rising in his 


throat. He put his hands there, pressin 
rtips. He would choke to 
death if he didn't sob. His grief was like 
a vast bubble rising in his throat. Some- 
how he swallowed it. Brother Jake's 
voice went on in the stillness and the 
darkness of the pines, “But he come 
when duty called, Brothers, he come to 
shicld that little golden-haired daughter 
of his, and all our daughters, [rom a fate 
ишу worse than death. 
Clete turned his back. 
did sob, in a choking sound 


with his fn 


This time he 
А brother 
put а hand on his shoulder 

Ve pray for Brother Clete,” 
Jake “We pray for 
beautiful little child. We pray God. Lord 
God." he be 
and clenched fists. Clete 


you 


Brother said. that 


n, and prayed with fervor 


felt his cheeks 


wet, and id saw the stars 
litter through his t 
Brother Јаке “Amen” sounded rather 
curt and hurried. "Now, Brothers,” he 
said, "you all know what to do. Just re- 


member one thing, don't call cach other 


by name after we get ther 
‘They hurried to their cars. They re- 
turned thered together again. 


With the others, Clete slipped а white 
habit upon his body and put on a white 
peaked cap that made a mask over his 
face. They inspected each other. looking 
close in the darkness. The round cutout 
s made small black empty sockets in 
their flautencd white faces. "Now, let's 
о, Brothers,” Brother Jake ordered. 


They returned to their cary and drove 
through the woods in а deep-ratied road 
of white sand. They stopped before a 


shack and got ош. Yellow lamplisht 
shone through the windows. The broth- 
crs whispered, clustered together as if for 
warmth. Brothers id Clete went 
forward and jerked the door open. They 
stepped in. A woman, perfectly still, 
slightly stooped over а table in the mid 
dle of the floor, stared at them. Her lips 
arted but she did not cry out. Her 


w 
eyes were muddy #1 

She didn't struggle much. Just enough, 
just as a token, perhaps. She was a wom- 
ап accustomed to blows. Perhaps she had 
been expecting guests, even guests in 
white robes. A man at cach side, she 
walked in silence to one of the cars. Her 
bare fect dragged in the sand, She was 
hard and spare, soiled and sullen. 


e 


“Brother, you tell her," Brother Jake 
ordered, pointing to Clete. 

The woman drew back as Clete 
stepped before her. Brother Jake and 


other hooded figure clutched her arms 
and held her upright. on her tiptoes. 
“Clemmy Suggs,” Clete said, "you are 
an evil creature, a Jezebel, a profligate, 
те stained by the 
d the poison of 
а shame and 


wanton woman. You 
filth 


and the slime а 
1 choosing. You 
«c upon pure Southern 
womanhood. You will be punished. We 
instruments of your punishment. 
You receive men." He dr deep 
breath, for the horror and the матий 
scat, guilty, quickly rejected fascination 
of what he next had to say. "You receive 
nigy that shack of yours. For 
that you shall be lashed with the lash of 
neous, avenging God.” 

No," the woman cried, sp for 
the first time. She struggled but her cap- 
tors held her firm. "You got по right. 
—I ne took no 


white 


are th 


T mei 


You're lyin’. 1 nev 


r man, neve 
We know, Clemmy Suggs, we know," 
Brother Jake said. "White me 1 


enough. But niggers! You know we don’t 
allow nothin’ like that in this county. 
We're good Godfearim people in this 
county. Now, let us pray. You pray,” he 
said, again pointing to Clete, "pray in 


honor of the sacrifice you're makin’ this 
night of God's vengeance 

Clete shut his eyes and clasped his 
hands. The woman screamed, "Hypo 
aites, Prayin’ before you beat а woman. 
Hypocrites!” Clete prayed, "Oh Lord God 
of hosts, God of vengeance, we ask your 
blessin' upon this righteous act that we 
are about to perform in Thy name, and 
upon this foul woman that she may be 
deansed and made рше. And dear God 
rem tle girl 
lyin’ broke и" yonder in the 
hospital Keep the good doctors eye 
ly and his h Lord Cod, 
upon her bruised ed flesh, and 
bring her back to us.” He sobbed again, 
choked and gripped his throat. "Amen," 
he gasped. 

"Now," Brother 
joy and glee. 

The brothers tied her hand and foot, 
face down, over the hood of the car. Her 
flesh trembled. She whimpered and wh 
pered “No, no.” Brother Jake raised his 
white habit aud removed his belt — thick 
black leather two. 
а square brass buckle stitched 

“Brother, you,” he said, hand 
Clete 

He took it. Two brothers jerked the 
woman's sleazy dress over her head. 

“Why, she ain't even wearin’ pants 
one of the brothers exclaimed. 

"None of that, Brother," Brother Jake 
shouted. "We ain't here to lust after her 
flesh." 

The woman moaned and twisted upon 
the hood of the car. Her thighs and legs 
were wasted and stained, her buttocks 
thin, pinched and pimpled. It occurred 
to Clete, just as he swung the belt for 
the fust blow, that they looked like Ag- 
sies. The woman howled. In the dim 
light from her w aw the scarlet 
welts he had accomplished upon the 
backs of her thighs. He swung ag 
Again, Blood that time, a thin grudging 
beaded line of red at the lower curve of 
her buttocks. The woman screamed with 
the long despairing anguish and agony 
of violated innocence. Clete struck her 


ste 


е aid, 


1 fury, 


axd-achalf inches wide, 


tone 


idows he 


again. The blood ran, He struck her 
again, “Please. No. Please. No." The 
flesh rkened and swelled; blood trick- 


led about the curve of her legs. “Please. 
No!" she groaned, like a whipped child, 
in pure brute agony, the breath rushing 
from her gaped mouth and dragged 
n. "Oh, please. No.” He struck her 
id ag; 
Brother Jake said, quietly. 
Clete swung again, and then agai 

The flesh of her ankles and wrists tore 
ust the ropes binding it Clete hit 


"Enous] 


"Enough. Enough. Goddamnit, 1 said 
‚ Tm sorry, Brother, bur we don't 
want to kill her. Brothers, untie her." 


Her flesh was like 

Clete dropped the belt 
to his car, tearing his white hal 
his soaked body. 

Now, а few minutes later (how was И 
possible that there was so close to here? 
he couldn't remember driving). he stood 
before Aggie again and told her, “I said 
it wouldn't take long. | promised, didn’t 
1 And kept my promis 

You kept it, Clete, 
you would. 

“You heard anything yet? 


ve m 
nd staggered. 
fiom 


she said, “J knew 


No news is good news.” 
He sat down on a leather sofa and 
trembled the cool air of the room, He 


ids 
limbs and body 


was profoundly slecpy. He felt his cye 
sliding closed, and hi 
sinking into drugged sleep. He shook 
himself, It wouldn't be decent to sleep 
now. Aggie joined him and took hi 
hand. He squeezed her fingers; the effort 
exhausted. him. 

He was suspended. rest, at peace. 
There м nothing, nothing, and the 
doctor stood before him. Clete got to his 
fect, patient and sweedy weary. Не 
showed no surprise—no thanksgiving, no 
hallelujah — when he heard the doctor 
say, "She's going to be all right.” Clete 


h 
membered TV shows. It always hap- 


pened this way on TV too: The man in 
white (stimed, speaking in a sanctified 
voice) saying, "She's going to be all 
But Clete was unable to play his 
role. He stood there nodding. He had 
known for some minutes that she was 
going to be all right. He was a man of 
th. He had prayed. 

‘She's sleeping now, under sedation. 


you can see her then.” 

The doctor waited. Anxious parents 
always asked many questions. ‘They al 
ys wanted the bloodiest of deta 
These alked silently away from 
him and out the door. The doctor was 
new in the town, and from far away. He 
would never understand these people. 

Clete drove slowly, turning corners 
wide most coasting along. At 
home Aggie sank into her sewing chair 
ig room, her long. bony legs 
spread before her. He remembered Clem- 
mys legs, long, wasted, and naked and 
bleeding. He walked into the kitchen 
k, where for the first 


two 


id went to the sinl 


time in her life Aggie had left the dishes 
unwashed. He found а «сап glass and 
drew it full of water and drank it dow 


Sweat stood on his brow. His shirt was 
wet with it, He took it off and dropped 
it on the floor. He walked out on the 
back porch, The night chilled his body 
The scrub pines behind his house 
“Thank God, 
he whispered. The stars glittered, They 
danced, grew and pulsed beyond his 


tears. 


pierced the dark horizon. 
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ШЫП OF LAMOUR (continued from page 79) 


accidentally come into momentary 
ET with a marquetry table. 

Well, my friend Walter was standing 
about 30 feet away from me when this 
И game of ours began and without a 
word of warning he suddenty hurled this 
Bully Boy straight at me. Luckily, | was 
alw: le in those days, because 
if 1 hadn't gotten out of the way of that 
missile he would probably have mailed 
me right up against the wall of the house 
in front of which I had taken my stance. 

Alter a while, he showed me а small 
leather-covered mattress that fitted awk- 
wardly over your hand and with which 
you were supposed to catch these deadly 
that 1 


projectiles. 1 can assure you 
realized then and there that my days of 
Austrian daydieaming were definitely 


over, once and for all. 
А county in which children were en- 
couraged to hurl Bully Boys at each 
other required a posture and an attitude 
for which certainly nothing in my past 
had properly prepared me. Yes, sir, if 
mildly disguised rock was considered a 
this new land of 
1 better readjust my sights 
nd learn to get a hell 
than I had ever imag- 


amiable plaything 


mine, I 
and my bearings 
of a lot toughe 
ined I need be. 

But ball pla 2 wasn't the only star- 
tling novelty Г encountered right off. 
There were lots of other surprises and 
а contradictions waiting to be 
ated by me. 
nstince, | was enormously puzzled 
by the kids 1 came to know later on in 
school, because a good many of them 
who were already 15 and 16 years old 
still so confoundedly ignorant on 
а subject like sex. И the mauer eve 
came up at all, they just snigzered like 
а bunch of halfwits, and even the more 
intelligent them became 
obviously quite embarrassed. 

It didn't take me too long to discover 
the reason for all this. 1 found that, al- 
though the strects of our neighborhood 
were full of pregnant women and the 
cats and dogs of the town were feve 
ishly fornicating all around. us, the cit 
zens of this great republic had de 
seemingly by common consent. that sex 
was, by and large, something secret and 
sordid, or that it was at best an ex- 
tremely recondite ual only clandes- 
tinely indulged in by some especially 
licensed Furthermore, it was 
considered the Ii 
to a 
ntisocia 


ones among 


ed, 


certain. degree 


, to discuss any aspects of sex 
with young people on any levels except- 
ing from those thunder and brimstone 
platforms where the horrors of syphilis 
and gonorrhea delineated with 
meticulous, clinical detail and properly 
anathematized. before an audience. con- 
sisting exclusively of males 

Women were not supposed. to. know 


were 


about such things at all, and the belief 
was certainly held and widely en- 
couraged that no decent girl would ever 
show Curiosity about such subjects. 

As Jimmy Durante would say, “Those 
were the conditions that prevailed. 

1 had had a much better break, of 
course, simply because European kids 
om the middle-class category to which I 
belonged could hardly get into their teens 
without knowing at least as much as the 
birds and the bees, even in those be- 
nighted times. I was also particularly 
fortunate because my sensible and lov- 
ing parents had given me the chance to 
find out about the critical facts of life 


without having to obtain such 
tion in Из most degrading aspects from 
foulmouthed slum urchin or some 


с hydrocephalie Farm. уок. 
One day, when I was still extremely 
young, 1 recall that I introduced some 
aspect of sex as a conversational gambi 
My mother. showing neither surprise nor 
indignation, took a pencil out of her 
sewing busket and on the back of a laun- 
dry pad, which happened to be Iyi 
the table, she made me a draw 
inverted bottle and told пи 
slightest emba 
that this, in a rather simpli 
represented a. woman's uterus, 
abies were conceived. 
ощ 


gon 


g of an 
without the 


rassment to cither of us, 


1 form, 
in which 
Brielly, she also 
ned for me the particularly volatile 
and ambitious nature of the male sper- 
matozoa and, when that short period of 
elucidation was over. I was possessed of 
а damned-sight more wholesome infor- 
mation on the subject of sex than most 
of the men and women who were gradu- 
ating from high schools in New Yor 
City during some of those good old d; 

I suppose these intimately personal 
questions have to be tackled according 
to the highly individual concepts of 
morality that happen to prevail within 
cach family unit. However, there can 
be no doubt that in all matters perti 
ing to sex, the majority of people arc 
bound to be influenced by the general 
climate of ethical prejudices 
lections. that. 


are some 


within a geogr i 
1 witnessed а ple of 
when 1 was 
My wife were staying in an 


apartment and. although we had a com- 
petent maid and had. most of our meals 
at home. we had fallen into the habit 
of taking dinner, from time to time, in à 
pleasant little cookshop the 
ide streets near the Quai Voltaire, Since 
it was quite close to our home, we used 
to go there at least once a week and, 
after a while, we managed to be accepted 
on really friendly terms by the owners 
of this establishment, and even the poi- 
sonously parochial clientele showed a 
certain tolerant acquiescence toward our 


of 


» onc 


presence in their midst. We had reached 
а point where nobody gaye any outward 
signs of astonishment when we appeared, 
and we were treated with the quiet, 


smiling civility which is so rarely to be 
found in Paris 
At any rate, one night when we 


dropped in for dinner, I noticed that at 
conspicuously well-sct table, almost in 
rath 


the center of the room, 
looking couple had established itself. 
That is to say. the woman was cer- 
tainly a total stranger, while the young 
man who sat facing her, a boy of 16 or 17 
at the very most, seemed vaguely familiar 


to me; bur it was not until after our 
soup course had been served that I 
finally managed to decipher his true 


undoubtedly our neigh- 

ler's eldest son, but he 

s so elaborately smartened up on that 

ticular ev g that [ could hardly 
ve it was the same boy- 

His lady, who was constantly eying 
him with a certain proprietary d 
ness, was surely many years his s 
and was. without any possibility of crror, 
quite obviously a prostitute. 

Now, please, let me clarify this seem- 
ingly crucl, categorical pronouncement, 
and permit me to elucidate it in terms 
of its exact sociological context. This 
s (that was 

boy's name) was extremely pretty 
1 unobtrusively well mannered, and, 
what's more, she was rather smartly but 
not too lavishly decked out for the oc 
casion; her black suit and dark-green 
with its half v would have 
med perfectly appropriate on any 
other well-dressed woman in the room. 
She ate and drank. with evident relish 
but with the modest decorum one gen- 
ally associates. with orderly domestic 
cumstances, 

And yet. I knew bsolute cer- 
tainty that she was a professional prosti- 
tute because she had lacquered her nails 
with some sort of highly iridescent fluid 
and was wearing noticeably elaborate 
facial make-up. No woman of the French 
petty bourgeoisie would, under any cir- 
псев, have worn such makeup, at 
the period of time 
under discussion. I'm 
ar 1937, and Т think 
allairs hell true even 
the close of the Sec- 


female companion of Maurice 
the 


with 


st not dur 
which is here 
talking about the vi 
that. this эше of 
until shortly after 
ond World War. 
So, as Гус been telling you, there they 
sat, almost in the middle of the room 
and all around them the local tradesmen 
and their wives were munel 


g away at 
their veal cutlets and their lambs v 
grette, and these simple delicacies were 
accompanied by various appropr 
wines, as well as by crisp seasonal salads 
nd fruits not too terribly prepossessing 
in their appearance, but which, never- 
theless. gave off an unbelievable rich and 
appetizing Iragrance, 

Now, get this stra 


Di 


Everybody in that restaurant knew 
perfectly well that Maurice, the coal- 


dealer's eldest son, was about to have his 
first real sexual experience that very 
night. It was all so patently obvious 


that, somehow, | couldn't resist Ше no- 
tion that even the half-dozen children, 
sitting all around us, must have been 
completely aware of the true state of 
things. 

And yet, let me say to the eternal 
glory of that Hule gathe abled 
in that Parisi 


gesture, gave the slightest оша: 
anything untoward was 
happen. There was, Т will admi 


submerged. feeling of 
about the place. Indeed, an almost 
Ле vibration of communal good 


will scemed to en te [rom that small 
ithering of average folk, and only very 
ly was I able to catch some busily 
g matron casting а furtively ap- 
sideward glance in Ma s 
direction, However, 1 must insist that 
these subtle, visual reconnoiterir 
completely bereft of even the slightest 
n of any sort of pruriency. 
ater, while we were having our des- 
serts, 1 discreetly consulted our waiter, 
whose name Hilaire, about Maur 
impending splash into manhood. Since 
Hilaire had а little English, we con- 
ducted our softspoken dialog in that 
language 

Yes, 


У were 


he said, "Maurice 
¢ months and he has really 
pretty restless of late. He is a very 
nice boy and very devoted to his family. 
He is doing all the paper work for hi 
father now, and he ainly a great 
help to him." 

And that was that. 

1 could just 
nagine Maurice's moth 
during the past few weeks complaining 
t the boy seemed 
unusually able and most uncharac- 
teristically shorttempered toward every- 
one and that it might perhaps be a good 
notion to speak to the local padre abour 


is going to 


all. 1 could 
at some time 


gine 


to the old man th 


him. I could also easily guess the father's 
reaction to this suggestion and the know- 


g. fugitive smile that must have lurked 
pout his grizzled mustache as he patted 
his wife reassuringly on the back. 

“It will be quite all v 
he had probably said то he 


x “I think 


1 know what is wrong with the boy. He 
is а very good lad and D think all h 
really needs is just a little holiday. That 

I can also conjecture how, later on, 
papa had quietly given his son 300 
francs, had playlully pinched him on the 
check aud said to him: “Amuse yourself 


liule, my boy. It 
с young only once." 

Jd be willing to bet my neck that 
there о more to it than that. The 
rest a French boy would casily know how 


s spring and you 


was 


himself, And since there 
was nothing dirty or underhanded in 
what was about to happen, Maurice saw 
about his 
Пу brought 

"m 
Indeed, 1 


actions, а 
his lady of the ev 
of his own neighborhood. 
don't think as too 1 ched to 
imagine that he would finally take her 
to the litle Hotel Seville that was lo- 
cated dose by, right around the corner 
from his hom 

When Maurice 


and his companion 
were nearly done with their meal, the 
waiter suddenly approached. their table 
and presented them with a fresh bottle 
of wine which nestled luxurious! 


1 draped basket 
urice looked at the waiter in ¢ 
surprise, upon w Hilaire 

pointed significantly to the far side of 

the room and said. "Monsieur. Robillet 


health. 
Maurice 
Robillet. 


from his chair as Mon 
retired. police official, 


rosc 


sieur 


half rose from his and, after the cork had. 
nly drawn. 
г 


been cle the two men smil- 
ifted their glasses toward 
and drank bottoms up. The lady 
the table had also taken а modest sip. 
and when Robillet was finished wiping 
his mustache he held up a freshly filled 
glass and said: my boy! 


awrice and his companion 
long enough to finish half th 
and 1 noticed that Hilaire ca 
wrapped up the bottle and placed it in 
the pocket of the young man's overc 
which was on a Clothes rack 
near Ше cash desk. 

ast, they rose to leave. In the door 
y Maurice turned around and bowed 
to the assembled compa which 
responded by presenting faces of unani 
mously jovial encou His lady- 
friend gave а smallish nod i 
direction of Monsicur Robillet 
she had st her 


escorts 


ened 


out 


muffler with a gesture of almost mate 
concern and. protectiveness, they finally 


nal 


но Ше soft 


out 


stepped, arm in arm, 
Parisian night. 

Well, maybe you don't care too much 
for this story, Maybe you are one of those 
lucky ones whose first sexual experience 


happened under idyllic circ 

ou a moonlit night somew! 

leal shadowed arbor, on moss-covered turf. 
— while the nightingales were singin 


eir little hearts out in the swoon- 
of the ucarby 
Ii may even be that the 
you were involved with was you 
hood sweetheart, whose father 
flock of oil wells and whose 
thought you'd make just about as ideal a 
son in-law as sl 
I said maybe, didn't 1? 


luc- 


nce 


child 
owned a 
mother 


was ever likely to find. 
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Little’Annie 


BY Н. KURTZMAN AND W, ELDER, 


INCE THIS STORY CONCERNS THE FOREIGN 

ART THEATER, PERHAPS I'T SHOULD BE TOLD 
WITH SUBTITLES. THEN AGAIN, AS FELLINI 
OR DE SICA MIGHT OBSERVE, LE PAROLE 
TROPPO TECNICHE E LE ESFRESSIONI PARA- 
МЕНТЕ IN USO NON SONO STATE INCLUSE- 
WHICH FREELY TRANSLATED MEANS, WITH A 
LOREN, AN EKBERG, WHO NEEDS SUBTITLES! 


RUTHIE, BA- BY-- NIX MAKING 

LIKE THE STIX нос THIS 
А LADY'S BED- IS SHOW- BIZ! 
ROOM AND = í 
NOT GRAND ДГ NOW, ANNIE, BABY~: DID 


CEREAL YOU MAKE UP LIKE 1 
STATION 


THAT NERVY AGENT OF YOURS IS WAITING IN THE 
HALL, HONEY. | TOLD HIM YOU WEREN'T READY YET. 


OH, RUTHIE ~- SOLLY 16 
А LAMB. WHAT MAKES 
YOU THINK HE'S NERVY? 


DO YOU THINK THE GREAT 

ITALIAN FILM DIRECTOR, 

FEDERICO MOFFUNDZALLO 
WILL BE INTERESTED IN HIRING 
AN AMERICAN GIRL LIKE ME? 


TODAY! THAT'S HOW MOFFUNDZALLO CAN AFFORD TO 
SHOOT FOOTAGE IN THE 0.8, А.! WHY HIS AMERICAN 
DISTRIBUTION ALONE IS HALF HIS GROSS~ HE NEEDS 
A BEAUTIFUL ALL-AMERICAN BABE LIKE YOU, AND 
JUST TO BE SURE HE SIGNS YOU ОР, I'VE GOT YOU 
DRESSED UP LIKE BB ~- THE TOP EUROPEAN BEAUTY! 


BABY ITALIAN FILMS ARE A BIG INTERNATIONAL BUSINESS V (THE WAY CUR CURRENT TARIFF STRUCTURE IS CONSTITUTED, J 


c jp 


USING U.S, TALENT IS ACTUALLY AN ECONOMY. 
MOFFUNDZALLO CAN HIRE AMERICAN ACTORS WITH PROFITS 
FROM OTHER PICTURES HE HAS TIED UP HERE, SO HE ACTUALLY 
NEEDS YOU, BABY... AS PART OF HIS TOTAL ECONOMIC STRATEGY 


мак E jc: 


THAT'S WHAT "LIZ" SAID TO 
ME THE OTHER DAY IN A CONVERSATION 
WE WERE HAVING WITH MARLON 
AND CARY" AND | POINTED OUT THAT 
"FRANKIE" AND "DINO"— SAY! 
LOOK! HERE'S SOPHIA— 


ANNIE! = YOU REMEMBER SOPHIA 
IN “STREETWALKERS OF ROME" 
WHERE SHE PLAYED A PREGNANT 
GARBAGE COLLECTOR! SO REALISTIC! 
= SO EARTHY— 


WAIT A MINUTE, ANNIE- THAT'S IT! EARTHINESS! 
7 PEASANT GIRLS IN RICE FIELDS! YOUR BRIGITTE BARDOT 
APPROACH IS ALL WRONG! IT'S NOT THE ITALIAN STYLE! 
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TAKE YOUR TIME, 
SWEETIE- BABY! 
TAKE ЕМ OFF =~ 
QUICKLY ~ BUT 
OTHERWISE 
TAKE YOUR TIME. 


x 
"THERE'S NO 
BUSINESS 


BUSINESS ~" 
J3 


NOW YOU ARE EARTHY! REAL! AH, 
HOW | LOVE THE ITALIAN REALISM AND 
EARTHINESS! LOOK! THERE’S MARCELLO 

MACARONI = A LIVING IMITATION OF A 

DIRTY, SWEATY, UNSHAVED LABORER. 


FUTURE QUEEN? 
THIS GIRL LOOKS 
LIKE A DIRTY, 
SWEATY, UNSHAVED 
LABORER. SHE IS 
Аш ANTICA = 


OLO FASHIONED, 
“SIGNORE. A 


WAIT A MINUTE, ANNIE» WHAT'S THE 
MATYER WITH МЕ?! THE FOST- 
НЕ COMMON MARKET! 


DRESSED-SOPHISTICATED! YOU'VE GOT 
TO LOOK LIKE ANITA EKBERG IN 
"LA DOLCE МПА" AND "BOCCACCIO "7O" 


BUT I AM 
A OIRTY, 
SWEATY. 


| UNSHAVED 


NOW WE RUB ON SOME ОКТ--МЕ 
RIP SOME BUTTONS ~TEAR A НЕМ == 
ANO RUB ON SOME MORE OIRT. THROW 
A LITTLE MUD~A LITTLE TRASH-- ANO 

WE GENTLY RUB AND PAT AND RUB 

RUB RUB ON SOME MORE DIRT— 


MARCIE, BABY! MEET ANNIE FANNY- 
THE FUTURE QUEEN OF THE 
ITALIAN CINECITTA! 


(sour! ARENT we LATE FOR 
OUR APPOINTMENT WITH 
MR. MOFFUNDZALLO € 


софт WORRY ABOUT 
THE APPOINTMENT, BABY 
| -ТАКЕ YOUR TIME! 


SOLLY! SOLLY?! К SEE? SEE? име f FEDERICO, SWEETIE [ O.K. EVERYONE, MR. MOFFUNDZALLO 
FEDERICO Е IT TO OLD SOLLY! USING ANNIE FANNY | WANTS TO SHOOT THE SEQUENCE 
MOFFUNDZALLO DIDN'T 1 TELL YOU 15 GOOD THINKING, WHERE WE QUICKLY РАМ 
7 LIKED MET HOW TO DRESS? ОМТ | | BABY! SHE'LL BE PAST THE ANONYMOUS BLONDE ff 
(GOT ты 1 TELL YOU ABOUT IMPORTANT TO AND INTO THE CREDITS BEFORE 
YOUR PICTURE! THE START OF THE PICTURE. 


YOU KNOW IF IT WASN'T FOR MY 
UNDERSTANDING OF YOUR ITALIAN 
CINEMA, FEDDY- HONEY, YOU WOULD HAVE 
NEVER NOTICED ANNIE ~~ | DIG THE 


ITALIAN WOMAN ~ THE NEW TREND =~ 
THE STYLE--THE CLOTHES- !~ YOU HAVE 
МО IDEA WHAT | WENT THROUGH TO CHOOSE 

THE RIGHT CLOTHES FOR ANNIE. 


-CLOTHES? 

- CLOTHES? 

Wi - CHE COSA 
CLOTHES? 


PLAYBOY 
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PLAYBOY 
READER SERVICE 


Write to Janet Pilgrim for the 
answers to your shopping 
questions. She will provide you 
with the name of a retail store 
in or near your city where you 
can buy any of the specialized 
items advertised or editorially 
featured in PLAYBOY. For 
example, where-to-buy 
information is available for the 
merchandise of the advertisers 
in this issue listed below. 


Apeco Electro-Stat - 


Miss Pilgrim will be happy to 
answer any of your other 
questions on The Playboy Advisor, 
fashion, travel, food and drink, 
hi-fi, etc. If your question 
involves items you saw 

in PLAYBOY, please specify page 
number and issue of the 
magazine as well as a brief 
description of the items 

when you write. 


PLAYBOY READER SERVICE 
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Ш. 


A 
= | 


О 3 yrs. for 514 (Save 510.00) 


O 1 yr. for 86 — (Save 52.00) 
D payment enclosed O bill later 


name 
address 
city state 
Mail to PLAYBOY 

232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Illinois 
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PLAYBOY'S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK 


BY PATRICK CHASE 


Tui MAY, а fresh travel fillip will be 
available to those with 
for luxury accom 
been org 
ing villas on the 
Rivicras and 


lage on a 
tiny Italian fishing port of Alassio 
proximate beaches lived by the Мед 
illa on a vast estate built for 
overlooking C. 


Queen Victori. 


from $165 to 5445 will also 
maid who'll do your m 
morning. come by 


net you a 
in the 


beach or picnicking in a lazy mounta 
low, then prepare d for you 
nd yours. Each pad is fully checked out 
with an eye tows ites, and. 
all arc worthy of prolonged occupancy. 
n bc found onc of 
nest expeditionary op- 
through the 
legendary Greek isles. I you don't have 
[-dozcn accompa 
ds that are almost essential for 
rtering your own yacht and cruising 
in luxuriously vagabond style 
islands, nonetheless you can get 
с of their extraordi 
beauty on the shorter non- 
trips available. One of the bener 
сз — ап 8 aM. to 9 р.м. affair for a 


y rocky 


e of Sl0— runs. through the 
Straits of Salamis to the islands of the 
Bay of Athens, Acgina and the temple of 
it There are also 

nd dday (575) 
che to the islands of the 

d sand through 


pleasantest appro: 
summer Epidaurus Theater Festival 
Greece is by sea from Athens. You em- 
seaport villas; 
Peloponnesus coast, partake of re- 
nents, then bus to the ancient am- 


ag sky, the playe 
sedies on the stone s an 

: a grove of p 
cove | scrub, a few 
пу fields, on the horizon a bare gray 
ridge. 

А Ким! ent to be found 
here in th a the carly part of the 
month is the 89th running of the Ken- 
шу Derby. Опе good way to enjoy this 


scenery Го 


event in style 
3.day tour which provid 
race seats for the race at 


Downs. t Ше Nether- 
and-Hihon in downtown Cincinnati, a 


ions 


sampli 
The price comes to around S110 
(plus air fare to С ati) — a modest 
ransom for regal rewards. 

For further information on any of the 
above, write to Playboy Reader Serv- 
ice, 232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, Ш. ЕЙ 


NEXT MONTH: 


“ON HER MAJESTY'S SECRET SERVICE" А BRAND-NEW JAMES BOND 
NOVEL. THE FIRST EVER TO APPEAR IN A MAGAZINE—BY IAN FLEMING 


“THE PLAYBOY PANEL"—A DISTINGUISHED SYMPOSIUM OF SCIENCE- 
FICTION WRITERS DISCUSSES 1984 AND BEYOND—WITH POUL ANDER- 
SON, JAMES BLISH, RAY BRADBURY, ISAAC ASIMOV, ROBERT 
HEINLEIN, FREDERICK POHL, WILLIAM TENN, ROD SERLING, 
THEODORE STURGEON, ARTHUR C. CLARKE AND OTHERS 


“PLAYBOY'S SPRING AND SUMMER FASHION FORECAST" А 
SEVEN-PAGE PREVIEW OF WEARABLES TO MAKE YOU A NEW MAN THIS 
COMING SEASON—BY ROBERT L. GREEN 


“THE GIRLS OF AFRICA"—A 10-PAGE TEXT AND PICTORIAL SALUTE 
TO THE VARICOLORED MAIDENS OF A CONTINENT OF CONTRASTS 


“THE NEW YORK PLAYBOY CLUB” 


THE GRANDEST IN OUR 


CHAIN OF KEY CLUBS OPENS TO A DAZZLED AND DAZZLING THRONG 


86 PROOF, © 1967, SCHEWLEY DIST. CU. НАС 


When a label counts, it's Imported O.F.C. 


Imported O. F. C. goes beyond the good things in life— it goes with the best. Luxurious. 
Light. Exceptional. In fact, it's the only Canadian to deserve three initials. 12 year old 
O. F. C. costs little more than Canadians half its age. And В year old O. F.C. is priced 
the same as other Canadians two years younger. Enjoy the best—Imported O. F. C. 


THE DEPENDABLES FROM DODDE ! 


THERE'S ONLY ONE WAY... 


TO TOP THIS COMPACT 


Technically, two ways. Manually and automatically. You see, the snazzy Dart GT convertible (above) has an 
optional automatic top. Or a manual top as standard equipment. Same with the lower-priced Dart 270. 
Either way, you have the top of the convertible news for '63. Most other converts are famously loose with 
your hard-earned dough! Not Dart. It's a compact. Its low price and upkeep are in keeping with other com- 
pacts. But after that, no comparison! Dart's got the 6 that scampers like a V8. And Dart's a new kind of 
compact in the large economy size. It's got relaxin'-size room and comfort. It's really too roomy to be a 
compact, but too thrifty to be anything else. You pay less for Dart and get more going for you. Г] Your 


Dodge Dealer has a full line of Darts. In 2 series, 9 
models. Convertibles, sedans, a hardtop, wagons. COMPACT DODGE DART 
Go see him for a drive in one of The Dependobles. 

PICK A PRICE . . . PICK А DODGE, THREE NEW SIZES: COMPACT 


PICK A SIZE 
DODGE DIVISION DX] CHRYSLER | DODGE DART. STANDARD-SIZE DODGE, BIG DODGE #80. SEE YOUR DODGE DEALER 


MOTORS CORPORATION 


